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Memoir 


Author's Notes: 
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Lars came from the showers, his hair still wet from the shower. He'd thrown on his clothes for some reason, 
and had the towel not around his head but loosely around his shoulders, cape-esque. The hallway was empty, 
or at least, emptier than usual. There was the occasional roadie, yeah, but none of them made eye contact. 
Good. Eye contact meant they were questioning his masculinity, and.. 

The drummer stopped and groaned. 


He'd been spending way too much time with James. It was official. 


“Come to think of it." Lars said aloud to himself as he continued walking, slower than he was at first. 


He'd been seeing James less and less. Which was hard when you're on a tour together. Indeed, pretty much the 


only time Lars had even seen James this week was on the stage.. 

"Where is he?" 

"Where is who?" someone answered back, and Lars nearly jumped out of his skin 
"Jason!" he squealed. "Don't fucking do that!" 


"You were talking to yourself so loud, you didn't hear me behind you," Jason answered with a smirk and 


crossed his arms. "When there's no one to talk to, do you rat your own ear off?" 

Lars made a face and let out a dark chuckle. "Yeah, that's exactly what | do..rat my own ear off “tl it bleeds." 
"Where's who?" Jason repeated. "You lookin’ for.me?" 

"Yeah, and now that I've found you why don't you take your ass back to that crack in the wall?" 


For humor, Jason promptly tried to fit himself into one of the cracks in the wall. Lars laughed, unguarded for 


a moment, then stilled. 
"Where's James?" he asked. "| haven't seen him..at all" 


"Eh, good riddance," Jason said and scowled. The less he saw of James the better. Lars, meanwhile, rolled his 


eyes. He could never figure out what it was about those two, Jason and James. 

The two had hated each other from day one. They had a pretty decent working relationship, but off stage.. 
Lars didn't know who was going to crack first, him or one of them. Come to think of it, Kirk didn't like him at 
first either, but his extreme "KILL! KILL!" hatred had died over the years. 


"| don't get it," Lars said, and Jason knew what was coming. The wee elf was going to voice his concern about 


his and James' relationship...again. 
"You don't get what, me fine friend?" 
"Why..don't you like James? Tell me the truth for once, not one of those bullshit answers you seem so fond of. 


Jason sighed. This had been a long time coming. He always pondered telling Lars the real truth, the WHOLE 
truth, but to be honest, he didn't still believe it himself. 


The truth hurt, anyway. He'd suppressed it in his head a very long time, ever since the truth had come out.. 
but that didn't make sense. 


Jason sighed. He could bullshit, or he could finally get the truth off his mind. 
"Alright, I'll tell you where James and Kirk are." 

"So you know eh? What are they doin’, getting each other off?" 

As much as it pained him, Jason nodded. Lars looked him in the eye, skeptical. 
"How the fuck do you know? You pullin’ my leg?" 


"| shit you not," Jason said, suddenly weary. “They've been together on and off for some time. Haven't you 


ever noticed?" 

"Uh, gee, its hard to tell when they tend to get into arguments every other weekend." 

Jason looked around. This wasn't going to be easy. He couldn't say how he felt, he'd never told the truth..to 
anyone, not even himself. But even thinking about it made him feel like he hadn't been on Earth the past few 
days, past few years; made him feel like Achilles in chains, and all a weighted Achilles can do is lay by the 
memory of his dead Patroclus. 

Jason smirked. Who knew he was such a little poet. 

"Earth to Jase, you there?" 

"Hm? ..Oh, just thinking." 

"Thinking about that fucking lie you just told?" 

"No. Look, you can believe me or not, but just ask one of them. Better yet." Jason suddenly felt bitter, and it 
was all he could do not to hurl his fist through a..very solid brick wall. "Better yet, go ask Kirk yourself!" And 


with that, Jason stormed down the hall, leaving Lars befuddled. 


" What did | say?" 


Jason had stormed to his room, dropped himself heavily on the bed. Presently, he was lying on his back and 
staring up at the whirling ceiling fan. 


Sighing, he turned his glance over to the laptop he'd brought along. Perhaps... 


Before he realized it, Jason had risen and was currently sitting in front of the thing. 


Perhaps if he wrote it up himself..these things were supposed to be good therapy. 
And at worse he could come up with a demented children's story. 


Jason took a deep breath, let it out slowly, and opened up a blank document. He hoped the piece of machinery 


didn't decide to crash on him anytime soon. 


vallalla 
It was hot. 


Brutally hot. 


So fucking hot that I'd opted to stay outside instead of my room, since the AC wasn't working anyway. We'd 
just moved to LA a few weeks ago; dad had gotten a new job for some kind of factory or something, | wasn't 
listening. Why he simply couldn't work in Michigan was beyond me. Something about change of scenery. 


But this was where it was all at, right? The record company deals, the burgeoning musicians..I'd always dreamt 


of starting a band for myself, and this was definitely the place to do it. 


Thing was, | didn't know..anyone. At all. And | was considered just a random loner in school. The ‘new kid’, the 
one that didn't quite fit in. OF course, it didn't really matter. | went through classes (the ones | chose to go to) 


and played my bass or whatever. It was a good existence. 


OF course, if | want to be truthful here, I'd have to erase that entire paragraph starting at "and". It was a 
HORRID existence. | talked to no one, they didn't talk to me. Gang fights. All the good shit that comes with going 
to a high school right in the center of the fuckin’ hood. 


There were the crowds: the preps, who didn't like the popular ones, who hated the geeks, who resented the 
dorks, who abused the nerds. The hippies who secretly resented everyone, the metal heads, the crowd | 
thought | should be apart of, but if they didn't outright reject me they stole my lunch money. The pot heads, 


who were in a league of their own. The freaks. 


The most interesting circles were the burgeoning punks, and another one who would be called "gothic" these 
days. Back then they were pretty much harmless; they went around in their make-up and their dark clothes, 
the safety pins on their jackets, all the different buttons. They didn't speak so much as they looked at each 
other. | thought if one looked at you they would turn you to ashes. 


There was one that always stood out to me in particular. He wasn't a so-called "goth", and yet he hung out 
with them. No, he hung out with one in particular. This guy was tall and solid like a brick wall, looked like he 
could wring your neck with his pinky. He had this head full of long, blonde hair that on any given day curled up 


around his shoulders, or just hung limp like he'd just come out of a storm. 


The one he hung out with was his complete opposite, of course. 


He was a little shorter than him (a little..?), had dark, curled hair (black or a dark brown.it was gorgeous), 
with tanned features, doe-eyes that brimmed with curiosity and happiness. 


„Maybe that's a bit too poetic. Anyway, on occasion, another guy with even wilder (albeit shorter) hair and 
bronze skin would be seen sulking around with them, his arms always crossed. Most of the time he'd hang 


around in clothes dark enough to match his mood (barely) and kinda sneer at everyone else, including Blondie. 


It'd be a long time before | got up close and personal with these people, but for the time being, | was content 
to just watch and be silent.. 


Noir et jaune? 
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After that day, the next significant thing | can clearly remember is sitting on my bed and just jamming one 
night. | can't quite remember what it was, it could have been an old Deep Purple record (as if back then they 
were really new). It was getting pretty late and mom was sleeping like a rock. Dad had yet to come back from 


work, but | knew if he did and | was still up, he'd have my head on a stick. 
| wasn't that rebellious, | knew my place in that house. 


| slid my beloved instrument into its case and under the bed. Naturally, | fell asleep. I'm sure here one would 
be expecting some sort of wet dream, but not this night. And even so, the next one | would have would be far 


off from now, and nothing | expected. 


So, even more predictably, | woke up that morning. | was a little later than usual, as in if | went to school then 
I'd have missed half of first period, and what was the point of that? | checked my clock and saw that it was a 
little after eight, and that dad would probably be going or had left for work. He did insane shifts, going in at 

around 8 on a good day and coming back around noon to eat, then he left again at two then came back around 


midnight. 


And mom had a small day job at a grocery store, so she'd already be gone. | didn't see the folks a lot. But | 
understood we had to make ends make. | always said that if | ever became famous, I'd do something really 


special for them.. 


But that wouldn't be until the far, far future. At the time it was, anyway. For that moment, | was content to 
getting out my baby from under the bed, and maybe sneaking a piece of toast before making the daily 


pilgrimage. 


| got downstairs okay, but instead of grabbing some toast like | meant, | can say now that | was fairly drawn 
to school by some indescribable force. Even now l'm not really sure what it was, but | found myself glad it did 


later that day. 


After managing the block or so to the huge ominous building known here as J-, | dropped my instrument off in 
the band room. | went up a flight of scuffed, steep green stairs and to the main building, and went into a 


nearby bathroom for a quick smoke and to wait until second period. 


The classes went by like nothing, | don't know if | was even paying attention It's not that l'm stupid or 
something, school just did nothing for me. | wanted to hurry up and go grab my instrument for lunch, go 
outside and just let loose! 


My time came soon enough after third or fourth period, | always forget which. Anyway, | hurried down to the 


band room, grabbed my instrument, and was out on the courtyard with my dismal lunch in almost ten minutes. 
See, its time to explain that usually | put myself into self-imposed exile during lunch. Not like | could play 
anything in the room anyway, but it was so deafening, so crowded and noisy. The outside wasn't much better, 
but at least | had some peace out there. Peace to practice my craft, get shot, and all that good shit. 

There were a few people outside when | got there and started to eat something. Some kinda sandwich that 


tasted like typical cafeteria shit, but oh well. It was gone soon enough anyway, and | started tuning. Or | was 
about to. 


Apparently, | was so into my sandwich that | hadn't noticed that someone had come right up and sat a little 


ways away from me on the bench. | saw him, he had his back turned, but | instantly recognized him. 

It was that goth kid, the one with the dark hair! | couldn't tell which one it was, but when he turned around | 
saw it was the more..gentler looking of the two. As it turned out, his friend was sat next to him, reclining on 
the bench and scowling. My finger slipped on a bass note, catching the dark-haired one's attention. He jumped, 
startled, and looked as if he had just realized | was there. 

"Oh! Uh, I'm sorry, am | taking up your space..?" 

It was a dumb question, since this was a public spot. But he was so nice about it | just shook my head. He was 
cute for a guy, little effeminate-looking. His friend, on the other hand, looked like an out-and-out redneck. | 
wondered where he came from. 


Speaking of Blondie, he snorted and pointed to my bass. "You play that thing?" 


Before | could come up with an answer that'd get my ass kicked, Kirk spoke up for me. "Hey, yeah, that's the 
bass playing kid | told you about earlier?" 


"Huh?" was all Blondie and | could say. Kirk nodded to himself and gestured to the bass as well. 
"Yeah, remember? We saw him in the cafeteria and | said, ‘wow, must be good to you, member?" 


Blondie thought about it for a few more minutes, then finally nodded in understanding. Now | was the only one 


without a clue. 


"You..you been watching me?" 


"Well, not watching," the dark-haired one fairly blushed and stuffed his hands into his pockets. "Y'know, see you 


every now and then. I've heard you a little." 
Blondie made a crude noise and | grinned for some reason. 


Without saying anything else to me, the dark-haired one took out a guitar case from under the bench we were 


on almost magically. 
"| play guitar.." he said somewhat needlessly, and gestured to Blondie. "He does, too, | guess he still does." 


Blondie confirmed such, and | smiled a bit more. The guy had long, nimble fingers, and | told him, "You must 


play like a dream." 

The comment was awful nerdy and stupid, but the guy blushed again and grinned. "Hey, thanks. We should jam 
sometime-I'm Kirk," he threw in like an afterthought. | was expecting his name to be something wild, like 
Azazel, or Blaze, or Ba'al, or maybe even Richard. 

"Kirk," | repeated, the sound familiar. "I'm Jason" 

"Jason," Kirk repeated with a hint of a smile. 

"Is there an echo out here?" Blondie muttered and Kirk rolled his eyes disdainfully. 

"That," he said, "is James. Call him anything else and he might hurt you." 

James smirked at this assessment and stood up. "Bell's gonna ring," he said matter-of-factly, and to my 
surprise, it did a few seconds later. It scared me because there wasn't even a clock to be seen outside, and he 
wasn't wearing any sort of watch. You'd think the goth one would creep me out first, but if anything | got a 


warmer vibe from Kirk, James felt cold to me, cold as his eyes, radiated nothing. 


"Fuck, wished you'd warned me earlier. | gotta walk half-way ‘cross the building to my class!" Kirk exclaimed, 
and snatched his guitar up. "Drop this off in the band room?" 


"IIl do it," | volunteered, and for reasons | didn't understand until later, James made the most vicious face at 


me and growled. Kirk ignored him and looked at me like a godsend. 


"Thank you..Jason," he said hesitantly, and gave me the guitar like he didn't really wanna hand it over. | could 
sense that he trusted me enough though, and | knew how it felt to give your baby over to a random stranger. 


"Just kinda..." 
"Lay it against the wall and make sure it won't tilt, | know," | said and laughed at Kirk's confused look. 


"How...2" 


"Hey, | play bass, | know." 


He..nodded some, | can't really call it a nod, more like he lifted his head up with a falsely dignified air. | didn't 


realize we were staring at each other until James jerked his smaller friend along. 
"Come on," he mumbled. "I gotta walk you half-way across the building to your class... 


| didn't bother to ask just why James was putting it on himself to walk Kirk, when | was sure he could go 
himself. But Kirk shrugged for me and just followed his blonde friend along. As they disappeared back inside, he 
waved at me and grinned. | had the deepest gut instinct that I'd see him again, so | didn't bother with any 
good-byes. 


On Confronting Friend and Foe Alike 


Author's Notes: 
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Not a lot else happened after that, meaning whatever classes | had left | either skipped or just amused myself 
with throwing paper balls at people. In any case, it was thankfully the end of the day, and people were slowly 
pouring out the school. Most of them rode buses and had already left, and anyone else was just hanging 
around, socializing, all that shit | didn't do. 


| was heading to the band room to pick up my bass. | took my time getting there, knowing that as long as | 
was home before 3 or 4 there was nothing to worry about. | was whistling an original tune I'd come up with as 


| went down, and who should | see taking a drink at the water fountain on the way down? 
"Hey, man, is that you?" | called, spying Kirk with his head bent down. Or | thought it was at the time. When 


the guy lifted his head up, | realized this was certainly NOT the gentle, frail looking man from earlier. It was 
the OTHER guy. 


This one was maybe a shade darker than Kirk, like he was biracial or something. His hair was that much more 
frizzed and a little shorter, his eyes darker and harder, his lips fuller and turned up in a sneer. He glared at 
me from behind a curtain of ringlets. 

"Who the fuck are you?" he spat. It didn't go unnoticed by me that he was looking rather.lethal in his long 
black coat, charcoal shirt and pants, and brown combat boots. The guy was fighting the Christian war or 
something. 

| raised my hands and backed off. I'd met the nice goth, | didn't wanna get into a fight with the mean ones! 
‘I-uh-sorry, | thought you were Kirk.” 

"Kirk?" the guy asked, intrigued. "Kirk who?" 


| stopped cold, realizing that | hadn't a clue of the guy's last name. "Um..l dunno-but he kinda looks like..you? 


You hang out with him and James?" 


When | mentioned James, the guy scoffed and did a rude-sounding laugh. "Oh..so you ARE talking about that 
Kirk. What do you want with him?" 


"Well, | just met him today and | thought you were him," | explained calmly as | could. At least he didn't seem 


to want to get into any altercation. 


"We don't look anything alike!" the guy shouted, highly offended. | didn't want to tell him that from behind | 
really couldn't see the difference, but | didn't bother. He softened a bit and did something akin to a muted 


smirk. 


"In any case," he started again, "he's in the band room getting his shit..he'll be along shortly. You must be 
Jason" 


"Oh, well that's where I'm headed..to get my bass." 

"| know what you play." 

Okay, | thought, everyone's stalking me today. Easing my way around the guy, | went down the hall, wanting 
very badly to get to the band room, but not wanting to look rushed. | threw a glance casually behind my 
shoulder, making sure the guy wasn't following in my paranoia. 

When | looked back, there was no sign of him. 

Now | knew why everyone stayed away from the goth crowd. 

| was so freaked out with my meeting with the mystery guy that | nearly bumped into my destination 
"Hey!" Kirk exclaimed in front of me. | did something of a flail and skid back. 

"Sorry!" | shouted. "Hey, | was just.looking for you." 


"Really?" Kirk said, surprised laughter in his voice. "Goir! to get your bass?" 


"Uh-huh," | replied and nodded dumbly. | started for that way again, suddenly quite aware of the other man's 


presence; he was keeping very close step behind me. 

‘ll come with you, I've got nowhere else to go." He shrugged flippantly and the both of us went down the hall. | 
wasn't even thinking of asking about the mystery man at the water fountain, or even questioning where James 
was; | was focused on getting my bass, talking to Kirk, and getting the hell out of there, in that order. 

We made it to the band room, and | quickly to the back to go find my instrument. In the back, | heard voices 
coming from the front. Figuring Kirk was just talking to someone outside, | picked up the case and decided to 
wait until they were finished. Until they started getting louder. 


"We don't like no fags in our school!" 


"Fuckin lil geek, hanging out in the band room again!" 


In a haze, | quickly jumped from the back, surprising the two guys in front. I'd seen them before, one of them 
had even threatened me for my lunch money. When | proposed a fight, he'd backed off though. 


The one | recognized was some tall and lanky guy, with a buzz cut and sharp features. He didn't look like your 
typical "jock" type, but I'd seem him going around and terrorizing anyone he thought he could pick a fight with. 
Typical. 

His partner or whatever was a gangly, olive-skinned dude with a jet black, stringy mess of hair, and he had 
beady, coal-like eyes. He turned a sneering glare to me and barked, "What the fuck are you doirt here? Where'd 
you come from?" 

| was in the back," | replied calmly. "I heard you talking about my friend. You got a problem?" 

"Yeah," the taller one laughed. "We gotta problem with this fag in our school.and you." 

| rolled my eyes. | had the extreme urge just to grab Kirk (who was against a wall and looking very 
uncomfortable) and get out of there, maybe start running really fast. Instead, | heard something of a "swoosh" 
noise and all of us turned to look in the doorway. Filling it completely (whether it was with his actual body or 
presence, | don't know) was, naturally, James. 


And he had a big switchblade knife. 


| almost laughed as the guys' eyes widened. James started tossing the knife from hand to hand, then moved 
away from the door. 


"Run" 

The so-called bullies did just that, fled from the room and scrambled all over each other. James moved back 
into the door way and stuck the knife back into his pocket. Then, as if l'd been the cause of all this, he glared 
at me. 

"What the fuck was that all about?" he barked. | shrugged and tried to explain. 

"| was just in the back getting my bass!" | exclaimed. Kirk gave a heavy sigh from behind me. 


"God, lay off him James. It's not like it was his fault” 


James opened his mouth and closed it again, looking at me as if trying to find some fault in me. When he found 
none, he sighed in frustration and crossed his arms. 


"If you hadn't been with him." he said eventually. "Your cousin's got the car." 


Kirk loosely crossed his arms over his waist and nodded. Seeing that he wasn't going to say anything else to 


him, James huffed and walked off. | looked over to Kirk, who had seemed to physically wither from the ordeal. 
"You okay? Where'd those guys come from?" 

"| don't know," Kirk muttered. "Fuckin' pricks." 

| managed a masculine giggle at his using profanity, and he let out a brief, high note of laughter. 

"You ready?" he asked, and | looked at him blankly. 

"Ready for what?" 

‘lm giving you a ride home. Rather, I'll make our personal driver do it." 


A ride? Sure, why not, and | told him so. Kirk nodded and led me out to the parking lot, where James and the 


mystery man from before were leaning against a baby blue convertible. 


Dark Cloud ptl 
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The dude from earlier was muttering something to James, and when he saw us he smirked. | was starting to 
feel uncomfortable around this guy and | didn't know why. 


"You ready?" he asked, and Kirk nodded. 


"Yeah..he's coming with us. Kirk gestured to me needlessly, and | nearly saw the sparks set off in James's 


head. | gulped and suddenly thought this was a bad idea. 


"l'm gonna assume you live in the area," said the mystery guy. | half expected him to give out my home 
number and address. When he didn't, | just nodded kinda lamely. James growled and jumped over the door into 
the backseat. Kirk was about to join him when he stopped and blinked. 


‘Ohl | forgot, this is my cousin, Saul." 


This Saul looked at Kirk aghast, his eyes widening under his mane of hair. "What did you call me? | said never 
call me that! Don't YOU ever call me that either! There's only one person to call me that!" he shouted, pointing 
a trembling finger at me. My eyes went wide as well, and | took a subconscious step back. Kirk, however, rolled 


his eyes. 

"Don't let him scare you, he's all bark and no bite." 

To prove whatever point his cousin was making, Saul snapped his teeth and did a freakishly real dog bark 
"Saul was an insane biblical king who fell on his own sword,” he said and spat thoughtfully-or at least, as 
thoughtfully as one can spit. "My name is Slash. Call me anything else, and | will not hesitate to beat you with 


your own shoe." 


Kirk sighed. "Why am | related to you again..? Oh, forget it, get in the car Jason" He added as an afterthought, 
"Do what he says. And don't even think about putting your feet on the dashboard" 


| stared helplessly as Kirk got into the back and sat with James. | got into the front seat and kept my feet as 
far away from the dashboard as possible. Slash laughed when he saw me basically curled into a ball in my 
seat, and said to me, "Good boy." Then to the rest of the car: "All solid bodies and imaginary friends strapped 


in, | can't afford another ticket on this damn thing.” 


| strapped in, and suddenly Slash leaned in way too close to me. | couldn't tell if he was actually looking at me 
or through me. “All ready?" 


"Uh, yeah, sure." 
Then he frowned. "I wasn't talking to you, | was talking to Cecil" 


While | still stared dumbly at him, Slash started the car and it pulled smoothly out the parking lot, and onto 
the street. 


The trees were already starting to show their fall colors (or just dying), and there were a few spoiled and 
rotten oranges littering the ground. | was so immersed in the sight of trees, oranges, and the occasional very 
dead road kill that | nearly missed Kirk's insistent questions. 

"How long have you been playing?" he demanded, and at last | startled and turned to face him. 


"What?-Er, | guess since | was a kid." 


"You still are a kid," James said and smirked. | wanted to tell him that he probably wasn't much older than me 


himself, but | bit my tongue. 


Seeing the shortcut turn | usually take on my way home, | told Slash to make a left, which he did, and almost 
ran off the road. 


"MY left!" | shouted. 

"That was your left! This is right!" he shouted back at me, and made a jerky turn right. | shuddered and 
slumped down in my seat before | made myself look even more like a jackass. Undaunted, however, Kirk actually 
continued to speak to me. 

"So you wanna get together after lunch and jam sometime?" he asked. Eatin’ and jammin’, he was my kind of 
musician. | put my feet on either side of my bass, which had barely managed to fit on the floor of the car. | 


nodded instead of a vocal answer. | wasn't going to give James anymore fodder for my humiliation. 


| told Slash to slow up as we came in view of my house. He stopped on the sidewalk where | told him and | got 


out. It's not really worth mentioning that | nearly got hit by a speeding car on the way out. 


Slamming the door (without really meaning to), | caught a glimpse of Kirk's fairly surprised face and heard him 


shout, "Hey!" 


"Huh?" | said, barely stepping on the sidewalk. 


"That's where you live?" he asked pointlessly. "Dude, you only live a block away from me!" 


"Fucking coincidence!" James snapped like an armless man trying to convince himself he could lift a crate. In 
other words, denial. 


"Hey, it is," | said somewhat mockingly. | hefted my bass up some more, ultimately letting it drop again. "So..!'l 


see you tomorrow?" 


"If Slash doesn't kill us all first, sure thing," Kirk answered before James had a chance to open his mouth. And 
without further word, the car pulled off with a swerve back onto the street and, somewhat dramatically, off 
into the sunny horizon, 


| went inside my house, expecting the folks to be at work already, since it was a little before four o'clock. 
Instead, | found mom in the kitchen, puffing away angrily on a cigar. | could tell something was wrong by the 
way she was makin’ smoke signals. 


"Hey, lady, what's wrong?" | asked, using my jokey, if ironic, nickname for her, but she didn't seem in a funny 


mood Today. 


Its your father," she shot back, using clipped tones. "Something happened at work. | left early. He got 


arrested." 
"What?" | said, stunned. | didn't see the man much anymore, but | should hope that in the months since we'd 


moved he hadn't dropped down from honest, law-abiding citizen to violent outlaw. | pulled out a chair from 


under the dinner table, across from mom, and laid my bass up against the table. 


"I told you, he got arrested about something. | don't know what it was, not yet. He may not be getting out of 
jail until much later tonight." 


"Did he get fired..?" 
"| don't know." 


| sighed. This could not be happening. "But..dad's never done anything in his life! Remember that one time he got 
upset about not tipping that waiter that one time? He freaked out the whole night!" 


First time for every thing," mom said simply, and went over to the stove to light another cigar. Before she 


got there, she broke down in tears. 


Dad got home much, much later that night, but at the expense of our collective sanity mom and | stayed up 
and waited for him. He was too shamed at the awkward situation to give exact details, but what we got out of 


him is that he was falsely accused of assaulting his own boss. He got off, though-barely. They wouldn't allow 


him back at work for another two weeks, so for the time being he had to deal with staying at home. But he 
didn't stay at home, choosing instead to either go hang out with his work friends at the local bars ‘til late, or 
not come back at all. This whole fiasco, it seemed, served no purpose other than putting me in a black mood 


for the next few weeks. 

| was in so black a mood that | went through school and actually paid attention to everything for once, and 
actually caught word that the year was almost over. Who knew? | would also kick myself later for basically 
ignoring Kirk's existence, but at the time | didn't really care. 

Three days after the whole jail incident, all my ignoring of Kirk finally caught up with me. | wasn't really 
planning on going outside, since sun didn't seem very appealing, so | was gonna make a risk and stay in the 
cafeteria for once. 

| had actually caught a table all by myself, and was about to enjoy whatever it was I'd blown two bucks on, 
when a looming shadow passed over me and in front of me. James sat himself heavily at my table, and glared 
at me as if I'd done some great wrong to his ancestors. 


"You little prick," he sneered, and | raised my eyebrow. 


"What are you talking about?" | asked, trying to act angry, yet nonchalant. He jabbed a finger at me angrily, 
then thankfully put his hand down, 


"So, you just act all chummy to us one day and you're gone the next?" he said with a subtle growl. | became 


further perplexed. 
"What? | don't know what your problem is-" 


He cut me off, "I don't know what YOURS is! For Chrissake, Kirk's been moaning about how you said you'd go 
jam with him or something and didn't show up. What's your deal?" 


It was then that | flushed red with embarrassment. How the hell could | have forgotten?! | put my head down 


in shame, and made no mistake that James was smirking now that he'd finally hit a cord. 


"Oh yeah, remember THAT, Jason?" he said, sneering my name. "He's been pissy for two days now. Why don't 
you do yourself a favor and do something about it?" 


"Or else what?" | snapped; I'd forgotten my jam-date, my dad would rather drink than talk to his family, and 
then | had to deal with THIS prick. It was NOT my fuckin’ day. 


James sat back, a little surprised at the outburst; he returned to form quickly however, and jabbed his finger 


at me again. "R'else you're gonna be walkin’ home on one leg, damnit” 


| huffed a little, refusing to let him intimidate me any longer. | got up and was storming through the fairly 


deserted hallway, and before | knew it | was outside. | scanned around for the new friend I'd let down already, 
until slightly to the left of me | heard something spring as if from a well of darkness. It started out as the 
riff to some obscure Sabbath song, but then it seemed to explode into something completely different, 


something angry and aggressive and altogether unpleasant. 


| turned in that direction, and the brave people over there were either ignoring the noise or just looking in awe. 
The playing ended, and Kirk rubbed his guitar as if it were some life-saving amulet. He glanced up, and | know 
he saw me, but he didn't acknowledge me any. He instead glared down at the ground, like he was waiting for me 


to come over, and come over | did. 


No, | didn't make the story about King Saul up, I'm not a bible fanatic, Cecil is my generic term for imaginary 
friends, and yes, "jokey" isn't a word. 


Hints at Greater Things to Come 


Author's Notes: 
Woo, | finally wrote an actual summary! And l'm sure someone missed this. | know | did. Hell, and I'm writing it. 


Oh yeah..and, trust me, after this chapter it's going to start going down the proverbial Weird Pole(TM) 


"Look who finally showed up," he grumbled, and crossed his arms tightly around his chest. This was gonna be 
awkward, all right. 


"Hey, what's been up?" | said, trying to make light conversation, but he wasn't buying it. He turned angry, 
black-lined eyes on me and did something akin to a growl. 


"Don't ‘hey! mel You say we're gonna jam, then | don't see you for one day and for the next two you just 


completely blow me of fl" He muttered under his breath, "Like James said you would.." 
"Look!" | snapped back. "James doesn't dictate what | do or don't do! Its been kinda weird at home, okay?" 


Kirk glared at me spitefully again, as if he didn't really believe me. "You don't look like the type to have home 


troubles." 


"Just ‘cause | don't brandish it doesn't mean | don't," | said back murkily. There was a long, silent pause, and | 
pondered leaving the situation in shambles, until Kirk spoke up again. 


"So..what was it?" 
| heaved a sigh and attempted to explain the situation without making this confrontation uglier, or making 
myself sound like a drama queen. But, when | finally dared to raise my head to look at him, | felt a sense of 


comfort and reassurance that | hadn't once again made myself look like a jack ass. 


‘| understand," he murmured, his voice cracking a little. He cleared his throat and said again, "| understand. | got 


a few of my own" 


In one of those moments you only find in the good romance novels, our eyes met; | lost myself in the depths 


of those dark, soulful eyes, and | barely noticed the warmth of his hand on mine. And then.. 
"KIRK!" 
James. 


"KIRK!" 


Oh, we were doomed. 


| tuned back into the sound of the bell ringing, and panicked, more because | saw James storming up the 


courtyard. Kirk quickly turned away and blushed, snatched his hand off mine, but stayed where he was. 
"Do you know what fucking time it is?!" James shouted when he got into conversation range. 


'|.assume it's time for the next.class?" Kirk replied, flustered. | was gonna keep my trap shut for as long as 


possible and try to get the hell out of there, unnoticed, but soon stony, angry eyes turned their glare to me. 


"And YOU," he growled, pointing at me for emphasis. "You..! said come out here and make up with him, not make 


OUT!" 

"What?" | shouted, outraged. "I wasn't. it." | was going to say "never crossed my mind", but staring into Kirk's 
eyes, | couldn't remember what exactly it was | thought. | couldn't say it never crossed my mind, because | 
have no idea what crossed my mind. Could we have made out..? 

“It what, Jason? You stay away from him damnit!" 


"Go to your next class, damnit!" Kirk shouted from the depths of nowhere. "I'll see you after school, alright?" 


Mollified for a moment, James started to leave. Until he saw me still standing there, as if he'd expected me to 


cease to exist on the spot; his mood soured again. 


"Stay away from him," James muttered seriously this time, with all the menace of a thousand devils. He gave 


me another deep glare, and then we were watching his receding form back into the building. 


Kirk heaved a sigh that'd have broken the heart of a mortal. "He treats me like his fuckin'.property!" He 


suddenly remembered | was there, and whisked around to start apologizing. 


"I am SO sorry about that," he said hurriedly, hefting his guitar case up. "Can you stay after school? ‘Til, like, 
three?" 


| nodded and said | could, | guess. He huffed and said something | couldn't understand, and was quickly off to 


wherever it was he had to go. 


Later that afternoon, | waited around outside for Kirk I'd hoped he hadn't meant that he'd actually show up AT 
three, but he didn't disappoint and showed up at a little after two-thirty. 


Here's where it starts getting.interesting. 


"Hey," he said solemnly, his eyes downcast. 

"Hey..dude, | gotta be home at around three, so-" 

‘Il walk ya," Kirk said a little eagerly (or was it my imagination?), and | blinked. 

“But.what about James?" | asked, daring to speak the forbidden name. Kirk looked at me cross and gave me a 
glare worthy of his worser-half. He hefted his guitar up and started heading away from the school building, 
and | ran to catch up. 


"Don't worry about that jerk," he said angrily, as if I'd done something. "He won't do anything." 


| was thinking, "Yeah, to YOU, but what about ME?" but | merely pretended to trust his word. | would begin to 


rue missing my chance to speak, for after that he launched on a tirade like I'd never heard before. 

"He treats me like fucking property!" he lashed out, gesturing in the air with his free hand. "He cant stand the 
thought that there MIGHT be someone out there that actually /kes me without ‘devious intent! Like I'm some 
kind of doll." 


He went on for a while (most of it | can't remember), just venting, and | didn't dare stop him; by the way he 


was waving his arms, he came pretty close to slitting my throat or knocking my head clean off. 


Kirk finally came to a stop when we were still a few houses away from my home. He shook some invisible load 


off his shoulders and looked at me like a hurt kitten 

‘I!m.sorry, man, | was just..blowin' off steam y'know? There really was something | had to tell you..." 

| waited for the important message, whilst Kirk shuffled his feet like a nervous child. 

"Well." he started in barely a whisper. "You remember a while back.when those guys were messin’ with me?" 
"Uh-huh." 

"Well. they..they were right about me," he blurted quickly, and turned his head in a gesture of shame. | was 
confused; right about what? They'd said a lot of shit, a lot of shit | couldn't recall at the moment. When he 
dared to look up again, he was surprised at my own confusion 

"What..what is it?" he asked, kinda hesitant and looked like | might strike him. 


"That's what | wanna know," | said back. "What were they right about?" 


He looked at me in a way that made me feel like the meaning of life had passed right through and I'd 
completely missed it. "Can't you tell? Dude, I'm.er..a gaf" 


| raised my eyebrow questioningly, and suddenly caught the meaning. "You're..gay?" 


He nodded and my heart did a weird flip. Then something more important came to mind, like the issue of James 


and-eurekal 


"So let me get this straight," | said, then slapped myself for the stupid pun. "Er.let me get this clear. You're 
gay and you're with James?" 


Kirk's eyes widened like a deer in headlights, and he blurted, "Hey, let's not jump to those conclusions!” 


"What? Come on, you basically just admitted it! And it makes sense, the way he acts all super-protective over 


you-" 


"Shut up! Kirk suddenly shrieked at me, drawing the attention of a few passer-bys. "We're.together and yet 


we're not. 

Now | was very confused. “So.you.broke up with him?" 

"No," the other man said, suddenly very exhausted. He turned his back to me. "I can't! 
"You cant? Why?" 


"Just don't talk about it anymore, okay?" His head turned to me, and gave me a heart-stopping glare. He 


hissed, "And don't ever call us a fuckin’ couple. Not in front of me." 


With that, he started walking away, and | nearly ran to catch up with him to say something, anything, so he 
wouldn't leave with any bad feelings. But he'd gotten too far away in a short amount of time, and | decided to 


let him have his peace for now. Because later neither one of us would have it ever again. 


Yes, "worser" is not a word. But as a writer, it is my absolute right--nay, my SOLE CONTRIBUTION to make up 
words whenever | see fit! | DEMAND IT! *slams fist into palm a little TOO hard* 


Amor vincit omnia...” 


Author's Notes: 

And if you can't sense the thinly veiled sarcasm in that summary, this chapter is.not for youl So in case | 
lost anyone with the whole Methighschoolthing (now one useful word), we're back in the present. I'm sure the 
sudden lack of I's and my's will clue our slower readers in to the fact that it's no longer First Person. And, due 


to the color--er, content, this chapter can be either totally hilarious or downright depressing. 


Jason closed the laptop so that only a peek of blue light escaped through. He considered just unplugging the 
thing, forgetting about this whole "therapy writing’ session he'd embarked on, and going to bed. For fuck's sake, 
it was four in the morning. He looked over forlornly to the bed, as if itd cursed his ancestors behind his back. 
He'd be sleeping with himself tonight, this night, and every other night since he'd gotten dropped like a bad 
habit by his objet d'torment*. 


"Love victorious over all, Jase, don't you know that? Even sleep." 


After suffering a minor stroke, Jason slowly wheeled around to see said object in the door way, leaning half 


obscured. 

"Kirk," Jason breathed harshly. "Man, don't do that!" 

"Sorry," Kirk said with a chuckle; he moved to push his hair back from his shoulders before remembering it 
didn't quite fall that low anymore. He frowned briefly, and then allowed himself entry to the room. Jason raised 
an eyebrow at the objects the guitarist was toting: a box of crayons. And a coloring book. 

Recently, to cure his persistent boredom (when he wasn't seeking cheap whores), Kirk had taken up to buying 
dozens of..coloring books at one time, and had been known wear out several boxes of crayons in one day. No 
one asked, for fear of the answer they would get; James was just glad he wasn't forced to watch Kirk's 
constant infidelities, and Lars was glad he wasn't being hit. Again 

But this didn’t look like any ordinary coloring book.. 

"Why." 


"Am | here?" Kirk finished as he laid himself in an awkward position on the bed. His light baggage forgotten for 


the moment, he continued, "To be with my first and only love." 
"James is down the hall," Jason remarked snidely, and Kirk did something of a growl at him. 


"Fuck you, Newsted, | can just leave." 


"No one asked you to come here," Jason said coolly, and turned back to his laptop. He chuckled in satisfaction 


when Kirk did an alarming hiss. 


"You were thinking so loud it seemed like you were," Kirk said, still trying to argue, but Jason ignored him. 
After a three minute, torturous silence, Kirk cleared his throat. 


"So, what are you doing with that thing? Trying to score porn?" 


‘lm not like you," Jason said back, refusing to lose his calm. Kirk had also seemingly developed another 


obsession: wearing on his thin nerves. "| was just..writing." 
"Writin’ what?" 


"None of your damn business,” Jason snapped suddenly; his mind was too exhausted from bringing up painful 
events and trying to keep his mind blank He could feel the other man's various attempts to "pick" at his 
thoughts, like familiar pricks from a needle; when he realized he wasn't going to get anything, Kirk huffed and 
sat up on the bed. 


"| get the feeling you really don't want me here," he grumbled, and Jason felt a healthy sense of guilt and 


pleasure at the hurt look on his face. "I can leave, | was just lonely." 


"Of course | want you here," Jason replied with a heavy sigh. "You and your crayons. I've just been thinkin’ is 


all." 


Kirk grinned, and flipped to a page in his "book" and popped open the crayons. Jason leaned over, trying to see 
what he was coloring this time, but Kirk hid it from him. 


"None of your damn business,” he said, comically imitating Jason's gruff tone of earlier. When his toy for the 
night didn't seem to be amused, he frowned again. Finally deciding to lay off, he took out a random color 


pertaining to his new work of art, and started moving lazily. 


Kirk startled when the "clack..clack" of slow typing broke the silence of the room. He tried to pick Jason's 
thoughts again, but all he got was a blur of images and words that didn't make sense. 


"Keep your damn secrets!" he shouted angrily, nearly snapping his crayon in use. He hated when people tried to 


block him. 
"They're not secrets,” Jason muttered blankly. "You went through the same things. If you have to know, l'm 
doin’ a little.memoir." He wrinkled his nose; the term didn't seem to fit the sardonic, yet bleak, mood of the 


Story of His Life. "A grimoire." 


"A grimoire.." Kirk repeated in amusement. "A book to summon evil angels to do your bidding? Can | see?" 


"Yes, you can see, but you may not," Jason replied, suddenly remembering the old fourth-grade English adage. 
His typing quickened and he fought to keep up the useless babble to confuse the telepath behind him. 


"You don't have to keep doing that, I've given up," Kirk muttered, and went back to his coloring. Jason shook his 
head, deciding to let his thoughts flow freely again, and was again impressed with how keen a memory he had, 
after all. 

There was yet another silence, more than usually frequented meetings of this sort, but Jason wasn't bothered; 
meetings of this sort were usually accompanied by loud screaming and yelling and fighting and tears, so this 
was a nice change. 

"Amor..vincit..omnia.” 

Jason was forced out of his cognitive reverie once again by the three unfamiliar words. "What?" 

"Amor vincit omnia," Kirk said again and smiled at the image he was filling in. "Love victorious over all." 


"Uh-huh..." the bassist muttered, failing to see the point. 


‘Nothing. It's just a painting.” After a moment, Kirk's smile faded and he shot an oddly nervous glance to the 


other man. "| meant what | said about you, y'know." 

"You've said a lot of things about me. And my mother." 

"What | said when | came in," Kirk said, shooting Jason another look. "You are mine." 
"That's not what you said when you came in" 


"But | meant it, whenever | said it!" Kirk suddenly exploded, and he did snap his crayon with an audible, sick 


noise. "You ARE mine." 


"If that were the case, my quirky pal, we wouldn't be here discussing who | do or don't belong to. Besides, 


slavery is illegal now." 


"You think you're so cute," Kirk sneered, suddenly gripping the bed sheets. "You think it's so cute the way you 


prance around me, torturing me. But it isn't, my love, it's far from amusing." 
Jason sighed and rested his head in his hands. "Have you gone off your meds again?" 


"What? No! No, | have not gone off the fucking meds again! lim just expressing my displeasure at seeing you 
with other people." 


Now Jason whirled around in his seat to face Kirk dead on in confusion. "Other people? What other people?" 


"Don't think | didn't see you and her," the guitarist muttered dangerously. "| watched you two go down the hall. 
A rice pretty girl, brown hair, dark eyes, ring any bells?" 


It did ring bells to Jason. Very loud bells. "That was my cousin, and she's sixteen." 


Kirk did a double-take and looked away guiltily, at first. His eyes hardened again, and he gave a smirk only 


describable as unpleasant. "So? | tried to do mine for five years after | found out we were related." 


Jason startled at such a blunt revelation. "Well that's because you're certifiably insane. | don't make it a habit 
to go sleep with my damn relatives. Anyway, what | do is none of your fuckin’ business, we're over, 
remember? Per your request.” 


"You know why | did that," Kirk muttered, gathering his things. 


"Actually, no | don't," Jason snarled in a not-so rare moment of acrimony. "You never really explained why 


you'd drop a good thing with me and go back to James, who you hate anyway." 


Kirk shared with Jason a brief look of remorse, his eyes sinking low into the utter pits of Heel-ness he felt 


now. "l.l did it for you. | told you that." 
"You took my heart out and tramped all over FOR me? You're a real pal, Kirk" 


"l." Kirk's words caught in a painful lump and his throat, and, taking this as a sign, decided to take his leave. "| 
see. | thought you'd understand, but you don't. I'll leave you alone." 


Jason turned back to his laptop and waited for Kirk to leave. When he could still feel his presence after a few 
minutes, he turned around to ask why it was taking so long; Kirk's hand took that opportunity to snake around 
the back of Jason's head, then around again to plant itself on his cheek. 


"You feel cold," he said as casually as discussing a nearby tornado. Jason shivered then, he hadn't been feeling 


cold, but now that he thought about it, the room had suddenly turned chilly.. 


Kirk dropped his hand (which wasn't exactly warm either), and made a quiet exit from the room. Jason turned 
back around and let out a long breath he'd been holding, using it as some amulet to will the guitarist away, and 
apparently it'd worked. He hated nights like these, or rather, if they happened anymore he was sure he'd learn 
to hate them. And yet, what would he do without them? 


|f that's real French I'm a fucking genius. Vive la chienne! 


l'm sure by now (if you made it this far) many of you are like ".What.the.HELL?" Fear not, we go back to the 


flashbacks soon enough, in which Jase explains why Kirk dropped his ass like a hot coal, and what's up with 
that "incest thing". 


Dark Cloud Revisited 


Author's Notes: 
| dedicate this to Jasons_Secret, who will most likely not survive her rejoicement dance. And Giuseppe is 


pronounced joo-ZEP-eh for our less keen readers. Also, if there are still any typos..damnit | was tired. 


After the violent confrontation with my "new friend’, | went home to find an even uglier surprise. 


There was mom again, in a yellow sundress with the edges wrinkled with worry, and she was still wringing 


them. She was puffing away again on a cheap-looking cigar, her eyes turning red and watery from the smoke. 


"Mom?" | asked hesitantly. She didn't look at me right away, but when she did, she had this sort of blank look 


to her face. 

"Jason," she said simply, and | was dreading the worse. "Jason," she said again 

"What? What is it now?" | said back, feeling sick 

"Jason," she parroted, and | thought if she said my name again I'd go insane. "Your father's gone missing." 
Missing. It seemed like such a strange word. How could someone just up and fucking go missing, | wondered. 
"He..what?" 

She told me the story of how he'd left angry this morning but said he'd be back around ten. Ten came and 
went, then noon, then one, then three, and no sign of him. She'd called some of his friends, and none of them 


had seen him since yesterday. She'd even checked the bar she knew he frequented, and nothing there either. 


"That doesn't mean he's..missing." | said, suddenly feeling sick to my stomach. | sat down across from my 


mother as she shook her head stubbornly. 


"He's missing, | know he is! Whenever he goes somewhere and says he'll come back, he always does, you know 


that.." She stopped, getting teary and choked up. | sighed and grabbed her hand and tried to reassure her. 


"He'll be back," | said simply, not really sure of what else to say. "He'll come back, he probably just lost track 
of time." 


Of course, the next time we actually did see him, it was under less than desirable circumstances. 


In any case, if | thought | was feeling low earlier, after that day | felt lower than the lowest bowels of Hell. | 


did it all-dragged my feet around, moped, skipped school, and my teachers were beginning to doubt my 
existence completely. | just didn't feel like being around people at the time, I'd hang around like a lonesome 


scarecrow and pick notes on my bass. 


Somehow, | made it to the end of the school year, grades in tact (if you consider C's across the board in 
tact), my sanity waning. | was on my way..somewhere, | can't remember, but it definitely wasn't home. | was 
heading some place, anyway, and passed by an anorexic looking tree. Suddenly, a dark streak passed in front of 
me. | stopped, looking up at the sun and cursing at it for playing tricks on my eyes, for I'd seen nothing else 
after the streak. And then | felt something-rather, someone-tap me on my shoulder, and | startled and 


lurched forward, almost falling.. 
„| take that back-| DID fall over, flat on my face. 


"Are you okay, dude?" who-so-ever asked from behind me, and | tried to say "no", but | think it came out 


more "mmph". 


The guy (and | knew it was a guy, he sounded familiar) hooked his hands under my arms and sorta slid me up 
into an unsteady standing position. | wobbled a little before leaning up against the tree, and it was then | got a 
good look at him. 


"You," | said for lack of better exclamation, and Slash grinned a toothy grin back at me. He had on a leather 
jacket with a bunch of safety pins clinging for dear life over the wide gaps and cuts, some jeans and a shirt, 


and for once almost didn't look creepy. If it wasn't for the very large crow perched neatly and eerily on his 
shoulder. | stared at the animal and could not for the life of me figure out why it was there. 


"Where the fuck have you been?" Slash asked somewhat accusingly. 


"l'm." | started, not really sure if | should risk telling him to fuck off or try to explain. "It..really hasn't been 


my week." 
"Do tell." 


"Well, it's not something | really wanna talk about," | answered, and immediately tried to look for ways to 


escape. 


"All the better!" the other man suddenly crowed, and his bird made a strange, mocking noise. "I like it when it's 
things you'd rather not discuss.” 


"Dude, what's up with the bird?" | asked suddenly, attempting to switch the topic. Slash frowned, clearly sensing 
my intentions, but decided to explain anyway. 


"IFs a little pet," he started. "I prefer ravens, they're more poetic, but he didn't have anything else to do with 


it. His name is Coronis." 


This Coronis was freakishly benign, and it seemed merely happy to bob around on its new owner's shoulder and 


mock me to my face. It was jet black with silvery eyes, and a dull gray streak along its back. 
"Who gave it to you?" | ask, not willing to assume Slash was just another hippie animal-lover. 


"Kirk gave it to me. He said he'd found it in the street or something," the mop answered, and frowned as if he 
didn't really believe the story himself. | too wondered about it, for the whole time I'd lived there, I'd not once 


seen a crow. A few tiny black birds, yeah, but nothing equaling the fairly monstrous size of this one. 
"So..what are you gonna do with it..?" 


"What do you think, idiot? l'm gonna train it to chase kids and peck their eyes out!" Slash exclaimed, and his 
Coronis shuddered like he was really dreadfully awaiting such training. Slash started walking away from me, and 


on impulse | asked him had he seen his cousin. 


"The last | saw him is when he gave me the crow..he was in that little patch of woods behind the school.” He 
walked off muttering something that sounded like "nature freak’. 


| decided then to make it my mission for that day to find Kirk, and maybe ask him for a pet raven so | could 


one up his cousin. Hah! 


However, once | even located the "little patch" of woods, | quickly found that "little" was a severe 


understatement. 


It turned out that the "little patch" was pretty much a full-blown forest, fuzzy woodland creatures and all. So 
that's where all those detention kids went to.. 


Deciding that | didn't want to be a wuss and give up on my "mission" that quickly (not to mention | had 
basically all the time in the world), | clung to my bass like a weapon and entered the "tiny woods". 


Even though it was broad daylight and that shit usually, for some reason, waited until night time.| kept getting 
the sneaking suspicion that the local legend of the Slack-Jawed Yokel was gonna run up behind me and cut my 
spine out with a Bowie knife. But | repeatedly pushed this fear down and kept going. Thankfully, it only took me 


30 minutes or so to realize. 

| was completely lost. 

Well, not completely. | could still vaguely see the back of the school at first, and that was my only guiding light. 
But a few lefts and a right later, | realized that all | could see was wood, wood, and more wood. And a squirrel 


or two, then some more wood. 


The mission, however, wasn't a total bust. 


| didn't realize how fast | was walking until | tripped over an exposed tree root. | banged my hands, but | heard 
my bass fall with the sickest clang I'd ever heard in my life. | panicked and took it out of its case to make sure 
| didn't break anything. After seeing that it only had the slightest of notches on the side, | replaced it and 
stood up. | sighed angrily, and realized that I'd fucked up and was gonna die in the Forest of Horrors, until 
something muzzled my leg. | leaned down to brush it away, then | looked behind me. 


Fuzzy woodland creatures indeed, it was the largest dog I'd ever seen! And at the time, that constituted in my 


mind as- 
"WOOOOLF!" 


| tried to run, but the weight of my bass and the fact that | wasn't exactly Olympic material slowed me down 
greatly, and | was soon on my back again and the animal was literally dragging me around by my pants leg. | 


was convinced | was going to die, alone, screaming like a bitch. 
"Let him go! Damnit!" 


There was more swearing, but | couldn't hear the rest over my screaming. | then realized that | was wiggling 
my leg in vain, and that the animal had long since let me go. | also noticed that the place was now dead silent 


and darker than before. 


"H-hello? Is someone there?" | tried cautiously, expecting some rugged mountaineer, or an eccentric old crazy 


chick. 


"Jason?" someone called back, and | immediately recognized the voice. | could see Kirk somewhat in the shadows, 


most of his body concealed by a large, knotted tree. 


"What..the hell are you doing here?" | asked, attempting to stand up again. | got to my knees before nearly 
keeling over in pain. | glimpsed at my leg and in the slowly coming evening light, | could see blood running from 
it. | touched it in morbid fascination and saw that it really wasn't worth doing an Olympic dash to the hospital 
for, but it hurt like hell. 


"You're hurt." Kirk muttered and emerged from where he was. | looked over to tell him it was okay, then did a 


double take. 


It didn't take very long, even for me, to realize that.Kirk was..very nude. | did not know why he had on clothes, 
nor did | care, for my eyes were also very, very stuck to his body. | took in what | could of his form as he 
moved toward me-his bare neck, his arms having a muscle or two more than I'd thought, his lean stomach, 


the way the muscles were there but not too boldly outlined.. 


He stopped quickly and blushed; he finally realized | was staring. | coughed to try and clear the awkward 


moment as he tried to cover himself with his arms. After finally realizing that his arms were most certainly 


not gonna cover his body, he cleared his throat. 


"D..don't ask." he murmured, and bent down to look at my leg like nothing happened. He looked concerned about 


it, then nervous. "You need this healed, man." 


"Don't | know it?" | groaned, and took my leg away. | looked at it one more time, then decided | could stand. Well, 


| could on my own, but since Kirk so insisted on helping me.. 


When | stood my hand snaked around the other man's broad back as | wobbled unsteadily. When | grabbed his 
back, my hands skittered and accidentally landed over a cut. 


‘Oops, sorry,” | threw out. 


"That's okay, um, just don't do it again." Kirk muttered. | couldn't quite see the cut, but | did feel that it was 
kinda puffy and obviously open There wasn't a lot of blood when | rubbed my fingers together, but enough to 
make them sort of sticky. My hand ran across his back to grip his shoulder, and not far away from the first 
cut-on his shoulder blade, to be exact-my fingers dipped into an identical cut, and | gasped at how deep they 
were. But my gasping was lost in the long, distinctly..sexual moan that came from Kirk's lips. | let my fingers 
slide down a little in the cut, and | assumed that it went all the way down his back | could hear his breathing 
grow shallow and he went rigid against my arm. My heart jumped when he let out another low moan, and | 


continued my way downward.. 


"That..stop it.!" Kirk suddenly shrugged me off him, but caught me before | hit the ground again, albeit 
unsteadily. 


"|. said don't do that again!" he stuttered again. 


‘I'm sorry." | whispered in the darkness, hoping | didn't piss him off too much. He sighed and pulled me closer 
to his body and started walking out of the woods area. | heard the familiar clang of my bass rattling in its 
case beside him and warned him to be careful with it or he'd pay. 


"Whatever, Newsted," he said, and | could almost hear the smirk. | didn't think to wonder how he knew my last 
name as | don't recall telling him my last name until that point. However, what did come to my mind is that it 
was very dark and very late out, and | was walking out of the woods with a naked man, 

That wouldn't exactly look well 

"Um. Kirk..you're naked.” 

‘| am?" he said and looked down. | looked down as well and, | kid you not, he was wearing a pair of black sweat 


pants. | looked from him to the pants and back to him again Were my eyes playing tricks on me? Was | insane? 


Wishful thinking? 


In any case, | couldn't deny that somehow Kirk was now clothed (if barely) and packing me and a bass guitar. 
He took a path he said he knew that lead out to the street that, coincidentally, wasn't very far from my 
house. 

"Whoa, | still don't really know this place | guess.." | said, and Kirk laughed at my ignorance. 

| guess you don't, eh? Anyway..you mind coming to my place? | can fix your leg up there." 

| looked at his slightly worried face, and found that | couldn't really deny his request. So | nodded my head in 
agreement and he made a right turn behind some apartments. They weren't exactly posh, but they didn't look 
bad either. He entered through a screened back door that led to a dark flight of stairs. We staggered together 
up the stairs and were in the 200's section apparently, and he kicked on the door of room 2I0. 

"Giuseppe! Open the door, | forgot my key!" he shouted angrily, and the door magically opened to reveal a 
frowning man He looked about in his 30s, he was fairly tall, and his hair looked a little like Kirk's only it was 
starting to gray at the temples. He looked down at me and scowled. 

"Who is this?" he said in a thick accent | couldn't really identify (and still can't). 

"This is Jason from school,” Kirk said simply as we entered the room. 

"And who is Jason From School?" Giuseppe asked as he shut the door behind him. 

"He's just a friend, calm down. Jason, that's my dad..Giuseppe Calogero Hanetto..or in this country, Hammett." 
| raised my eyebrow at the overly formal introduction. | looked at Kirk questioningly. 

"ll explain when we get to my room.and that's my brother Callisto." 

| didn't notice him before, but there was a younger boy sitting on the couch. His hair was wiry and jet black, 
his eyes a strange shade of green. He was a little paler than his brother, and looked like he was sinking in his 
black robe. He waved to me and then stuck his tongue out at Kirk 

| used your shower!" 


"What'd | tell you about.! Ugh. Damn little brothers." 


"Don't curse your brother!" Giuseppe shouted from somewhere in the rather spacious apartment. Kirk sighed 


again and laid my bass at the foot of the stairs. 


It'll be safe down here.. hope," he muttered before showing me upstairs and to his room. 


AAHH Cliffhanger! What will happen in Kirk's room? Will Kirk and Jason finally just do what we want them to do 
and seriously get it on? What the hell is up with that crow? And.the cuts on Kirk's back | guess. All this and 


more..in the somewhat distant future! 


The Sleepover pt 


Author's Notes: 
Oh my gad, Jason is a pervert. Nuff said. And you all thought he'd pussy out. 


| remember Kirk's room being rather..clean. Much cleaner than mine, with the clothes strung every which-a- 


way, unidentified junk in the corners, pencils, and once | actually found two pairs of socks. That matched. 


The only thing that cluttered Kirk's room was an easel and a few brushes hanging around. There was a large, 
nearly 1 ft canvas that was covered by a thick wool covering in the corner that was splashed with green and 


yellow paint. 


"What's that?" | asked as | sat down on his bed, which was covered by a thick, deep purple blanket; another, 
thin, Native American-style blanket was on top. | figured he must freeze in the winter as | fingered the frayed 


ends. 
"That?" He gestured to the easel. "H's me..well, a few years ago." 


He sat down next to me, just close enough to make me a little uncomfortable, and started telling his story all 


while eying my wounded leg. 


Callisto thinks he's an artist.he's really good, actually. Anyway, | caught something like pneumonia and | was 
bed ridden.| had to lie on my stomach because | was coughing up blood and dad thought I'd choke in my sleep. 
He left one day to go to the store and Cali was watching me and he got bored..so | told him to go..draw 


something, | wasn't exactly in the mood to entertain him, | was puking bile y'know?" 
He paused to chuckle a bit, and | listened in morbid fascination, half wondering if he'd ever get to the point. 


"Well anyway, | guess | nodded off or something, and the next thing | knew | was surrounded by mirrors," he 
stopped, and started gesturing around the room. "It wasn't this room, it was in our old house..but the mirrors 
were all positioned so that he had, like, an aerial view of me on my stomach. Anyway, dad came home and told 


him to get the hell out so he never finished it" 


"Oh." | said back, not knowing what | was supposed to say or if | was even supposed to say anything at all. Kirk, 


however, reached down to my leg, which had long since stopped hurting and was actually beginning to swell 


| have to..you can't tell ANYONE about this.if you do I'll have to..do something to you," he said as if he 
loathed to state the last part. Before | could ask him what the hell he was talking about, he touched the wound 
-it felt like he'd barely grazed it. It glowed a light purple for a few seconds, then the wound completely 
vanished There wasn't a sign that it'd ever been there, and in its wake was nothing but untouched flesh. 


| was..shocked doesn't begin to cover it. | looked down in amazement, then looked back and Kirk, who cleared his 


throat gravely. 
"Remember what | said, don't tell a soul" 
After a few seconds of stuttering, | finally managed out, "I don't think.even if | did anyone would.believe me..” 


"Either way," he said with a grimace, "don't go around yappin' off about it just because you think no one would 


believe you.” 


| nodded, still mystified at what had just occurred. | looked at my leg where the wound from earlier should 
have been, and felt my leg. | suddenly felt a noticeable chill in the room and was scared to death to be in 
there another second. | had no idea what had just happened, and | didn't want to see the rest, if there was 


anymore. 


"Dude, | don't know what you just did." | said and stood up hurriedly and dusted some invisible dust off my 
shirt. "But." 


"stay away from you, | know," Kirk said with not just a little bitterness and rolled on his side on the bed, back 
to me. "You're just like the rest.! do something fuckin nice for you and suddenly I'm a freak, is that it?" 


"Well-no-you..what did you DO?" 


"What do you think | did?" he snapped at me. "I healed your leg. Okay, so its not exactly a normal talent that 
most people have.in fact | probably am the only one, but. it's not BAD!" 


"Was that like." | gulped, rooted to my spot on the floor. "Was that like..witchcraft?" 
He turned around so fast | got dizzy watching him. He was up on the bed, the sheets mussed from their 
perfect order earlier. If | was a little scared before, | was freaking out now at the wild look in his eyes as he 


spat at me like I'd cursed his whole family. 


"You. No it's not fucking witchcraft! Its just something | can do, okay? And if you EVER tell anyone, | can do 


more than that to youl I'll turn you into something so hideous a demon in Hell wouldn't want you!" 


He was totally enraged. There was probably nothing | could say to even hope to remedy the situation, so | 
started backing out of the room. Rather, Kirk's rage started to physically move me out of the room. 


Suddenly, the chill that had intensified from earlier dropped ‘til the room was back to..room temperature. Kirk 
threw himself helplessly on the bed and covered his face with his arms. 


"Fuck it, forget it, lgo if you want, | don't care." 


Here was the point | felt like a complete heel. 

| WANTED to leave, mind you. | would have taken his offer, grabbed my shit and never showed my face on 
that street ever again. But | didn't because | couldnt It was all his fault, I'm convinced. Seeing him so pathetic 
on that bed and knowing I'd caused his suffering..but | couldn't think of any reason to stay without looking like a 
complete jerk or just stupid. 


"Um..well.its really late and.! don't know the streets well enough still to walk on my own at night." | said 


meekly, hoping he'd buy it. 
"So?" he grumbled back. ‘Kay, maybe not. 
"Well..can't | just stay here the night instead?" 


"Stay the night?" he said, shocked that I'd suggest such a thing. He nearly flew off the bed like he did before, 
again "After all that shit, you think I'd let you spend the night there?!" 


A neon sign in my mind reading "DENIED" flashed. But | wasn’t ready to give up yet. 
‘Im.sorry..?" | squeaked, not really meaning for it to come out like a question like it did. 
"You're sorry," Kirk said back flatly, still not buy my plea 


"Yes..'m sorry | freaked out about your strange..power thing. Look, can't we just be friends in spite of all that? 
| mean.it's not like you can hurt anyone with that, right?" 


Kirk crossed his arms and legs and leaned back in a way that can only be described as smug. "Far as you know, 
no, | can't hurt anyone. So you just still wanna be friends with me?" 


It didn't dawn on me the double entendre that was supposed to represent, mostly because my mind was too 
focused on trying to salvage our erratic friendship. | nodded as a positive answer and he did something akin to 


a pout. 


"Well.if you want to, | guess its okay." He gave in, yes! | stopped myself pre-happy dance and stood there like a 


grinning idiot. The room was still for a few minutes, then Kirk raised his eyebrow at me. 
"Um.lay down or something for God's sake." 


"Huh? In here?" | said. | was expecting to be lead to some sort of guest room or something. Kirk snickered at 


my ignorance and patted a place beside him on the bed. 


"Well," he started, "it's either here, or you can sleep with my brother which | do NOT recommend. Or you can 


sleep with my dad, which would just be impossible." 
"What about.like..the living room?" 


"What do you have against sleeping in my bed?" he countered suddenly, and | had to think about just why 
exactly | was resisting him. It wasn't like | wanted to sleep on the couch, which didn't look all that welcoming. 
And his bed was pretty big, big enough to fit both of us without pushing us together too much..with a heavy 
sigh, | gave in and laid back on the bed, which was more comfortable than it appeared-so much that | literally 
sank into it: 


The other man laughed at my ignorance..again, and | sat up hurriedly and started taking off my shoes and 
socks, then my shirt. Kirk caught them and threw the shirt over the easel against the wall and tossed the 


shoes somewhat near it like a pair of horseshoes. 
"Y'know, we don't have to sleep now," Kirk said with a sudden, tired yawn. "Like, if you're hungry or something." 


"No..'m beat," | said with a laugh, and laid on my back on the bed. | felt it rise as Kirk got off it, and a few 


drowsy minutes later, | felt it sink as he sat back down. 
"Get up," he whispered. "You're on my side of the bed." 


‘Oh..yeah.." | said, already groggy as | rolled up. My breath hitched in my throat when | realized that he'd 
changed clothes, or better yet what he had changed into. 


Apparently, Kirk was comfortable enough with me to change from sweat pants to a long white T-shirt with a 
slightly dirty collar—and little else. When he lifted his legs to get onto the bed, his shirt rose up on his thighs a 
little and | could see under the shirt..and | realized that a shirt was ALL he was wearing. He moved his finger 
in the general direction of the light switch on the wall, and the lights went out. | opened my mouth to say 
something, but he silenced me with a "Don't ask" look. 


"Is this okay?" he asked quietly, and | knew he was referring to his..revealing pajamas. 


"Well. it's your room.." | said, trying hard not to get distracted by the street light illuminated softness of his 
thighs and legs. 


He snorted and rolled over on his side, and my eyes quickly went..elsewhere so as not to focus too much on 
the outline of his ass. 


"| don't want to make you uncomfortable or anything." he said and tried to muffle a yawn. "Bathroom's 


downstairs, can't miss it." And after that, silence, before a light snoring. 


Fear not, for | merely split this chapter up because | didn't really want it to be longer than the others..more 


on de way. 


Sleepover pt.2 


Author's Notes: 
Really, l'm letting the chapter speak for itself. And no | do not condone molestation! *ahem* Edited again 


because..'m a drunk. Damn green teal 


Kirk slept like a log, but | would barely sleep at all that night. | tried not to toss and turn so as to disturb my 


bedmate, but it was no use waking him. He'd have slept through Armageddon, but | was a nervous wreck. 


| was concerned, first of all. My concern grew every time my heart did a spiral whenever his shirt would roll 
up over his thighs and he'd subconsciously pull it back down again I'd had a couple of girlfriends in the past, 
but none of them.scared me nearly this bad. | wouldn't admit to myself that | was becoming physically 
attracted to another man, no matter how good he looked in a T-shirt! 


But despite all my protesting..the path my blood was traveling wouldn't be denied. | came up with every 
Freudian excuse there was and even made up some of my own, but | couldn't stop my eyes from traveling. | 


was slowly being tempted. 


I'd SEEN that flesh..and | had the indescribable urge to FEEL it. He was sleeping on top of the covers and his 
thighs were completely exposed to me. experimentally brushed my hand against the one closest to me. 


Nothing. He didn't even flinch. But | wasn't ready to get bold yet. 


| brushed against it, adding more pressure this time. | kept going, the expectation that he'd wake up anytime 
making my heart go 100 miles an hour. | kept rubbing against his thigh until my fingers were practically gliding 
across the soft flesh. | couldn't also help but notice that he was abnormally cold as well. But | had started 
getting bold at that point, | pinched him softly and he didn't so much as twitch his leg. But | wanted more. 


| shifted on the bed; he groaned some and lifted the leg farthest away from me, then dropped it again. | 
breathed a mental sigh of relief and scooted closer. | swear, it was like he was practically begging me to touch 
him! | couldn't resist that offer! | was curious, if the outside of his thighs didn't get a reaction, would the 


inner skin? 


It was a little darker than on the outside, at least from what | could tell by the scarce light. | touched it and 
he gasped but he didn't wake up. | rubbed my fingertips against it lightly and he gasped again and it turned into 
a groan. The blood in my head was quickly draining to my crotch so | couldn't afford a blush, or risk the blood 
coming out my eyes. | let my fingers glide across, going further and further up and down with every 
encouraging, sleepy groan. | was about to move on and try my luck with the other side, when suddenly he 


moved against my hand. 


| drew my hand back and panicked. He'd wake up and realize what I'd done and call me a freak, | just knew it! 


But all | got out of him was a disappointed groan. | was confused again, was he really awake and knew what | 
was doing? His head lolled over and he returned to his deep slumber, his arm over his stomach, blocking any 
access | might have wanted to that. | knew | couldn't stop now, | had to keep going.. 


My hand brushed against his other thigh and he visibly shuddered. | laid down and while it wasn't my attention 
to put my head precariously close to his, but | didn't bother to move it as | continued to stroke his thighs, 
now merely sticking to the one closest to me. | sighed and rubbed abstract circles with my fingers, but his 
shallow breathing went unnoticed to me, until it stopped completely and he tensed. | panicked again, thinking he'd 
woken up, only this time there was no way to talk my self out of it like there might have been earlier. But he 
merely sank heavily into the bed with a rather loud moan 


Then | felt something warm drip over my hands, and | gasped. | pulled my hand from where it had disappeared 
under Kirk's shirt and felt the sticky substance coating my hands and those thighs I'd so adoringly stroked 
moments earlier. Something white and hot covered them, something that wasn't completely alien to me. 

| did a mental, blood-curdling shriek of unknown terror. 

| couldn't believe it! I'd made him come in his sleep! | couldn't stand it, | felt myself about to burst. | hopped 
out of the bed so fast it would have made your head spin, and cradled my hand. | was excited and scared all at 
once. | had no idea what | wanted to do then, but | quickly got out of the room to breath. The house was dark 
and a radio clock on a table read that it was a little after midnight; I'd been there for more than two hours. | 
had to go do something to take care of myself with the memory of his heavy breathing and soft moans 
haunting my head, or I'd pass out on the floor. 

| ghosted along quickly in the dark against the walls, until | felt a doorknob. | opened it carefully and turned the 
lights on, and realized I'd reached the bathroom. | dived in and locked myself in the neat, squeaky clean, 
turquoise bathroom. | made a beeline for the toilet and couldn't decide if | wanted to sit or stand. | finally 
figured out the whole "jerk off mechanism and stood. Then | remembered to flip the toilet lid 


| stroked my own cock at a rapid pace with my "clean" hand, which so happened to be my left. It was a little 
weird at first, but it was getting the job done. 


"Hey, who's in there?" someone called from beyond the door, and | cursed. 
"Um, it's me, Jason." 

"Jason? Jason From School?" 

| cursed again; fucking Giuseppe! 

"Yeah, it's me." 


"What..? What are you still doing here? | thought you left.anyway, come out." 


"Um, lm taking a leak sir." 
"You're in my bathroom, you come out when | say!" 


| was blown away by this guy. He was a real fucking character, and a bastard for trying to force me out of 


the bathroom like he..well, he did own it. 

"But | really have to-" 

"Don't make me come in there!" he boomed, his voice full of power, and my dick shrank that much more. 
"FILII be out in a minute!" | called, and thought to myself I'd be done quicker if he'd just go away. 

"You sure are taking a quiet piss," Giuseppe sneered, and | noticed that he was right. Great, | couldn't piss on 
command nor could | come. | was stuck in the hugest, most..paradoxical situation ever. | decided, since | was 
obviously no longer hard and probably never would be again, | flushed the toilet and washed my hands. Twice. 
| sulked out of the bathroom and came face to face with the man. He was suddenly taller than | remembered, 
and he towered over me with the most superior, Holier Than Thou look I'd ever witnessed, and he made me 
feel like a tiny ant in a field of cotton He scowled at me and bent down.. 


„To sniff me. 


| reeled back in horror as he took in my scent, if | had one, and his scowl deepened. "You smell.like piss and 


jizz" 


| gasped in terror. He could smell it?! | wanted nothing more right then to grab my bass and run for dear life, 
getting lost be damned. But the image of sleeping Kirk upstairs still floated my memory. 


And | found | was wrong about getting hard again. 


But my pants were dark so it wasn't immediately noticeable, not to mention Giuseppe frankly scared me so 


much, whatever blood rushed to my tingling genitals was ice cold. 


| guess you were taking a piss," the man finally said flippantly, and walked into the bathroom and shut the 


door. 


|.was in complete awe. All that build up, and not so much as a.l didn't bother to question it, | rushed back 
upstairs at break neck speed, and slept soundly after that to boot. 


Tell me, tell me! 


Author's Notes: 

This chapter's kinda odd. | don't know what was going on, and suddenly it was finished. If it seems like 
filler.uh.tIl show you filler! *fist shaking* Anyway, I'm sure you're wondering just what the fuck the chapter 
title is supposed to mean. Well, it came from the fact that it seems that's all that Our Hero's doing right 
now.just kinda begging for info. Of course, all he's getting is more mysteries, but that may have something to 
do with the fact that I've somehow caught SADISTICGADBEHAVIORITIS. And l.l tried.SO HARD to get rid of all 
the mistakes. And for once in this whole damn story | THINK | DID IT. So read on, especially if you want to hear 
what the hell that summary's about. 


| woke up, it must have been really early in the morning. The sun light burned holes in my eyes and | pulled 
the pillow over my head. It was the unfamiliar scent of something woodsy and sweet all at once that gave me 


my first reminder to where | was. The crunch of cereal and a solid body next to me reminded me further. 
"Uhhh..wha time is it..?" | muttered, my mouth not quite wanting to come open. 


"Last time | checked, it was about BAM," Kirk answered, and | groaned. What a time to wake up, | thought. If | 
leave now, | could go home and pretend like I'd been there the whole time. | eventually decided to just take my 


time and maybe give her a call instead. 


"Hey..where's your phone?" | asked. "| wanna go make a call and let mom know | didn't get picked up off the 
street." 


"Picked up off the street?" Kirk said and snickered at my ignorance, again. "I guess in a way, you did." 
"Well, | mean like in the ‘sold on the international sex worker trade’ thing way." 


Kirk gave me a sly look then, that can only be describe as breath-taking..to me, anyway. | remember my 
cheeks flaring considerably and | had no choice but to duck my head into the pillow. | had no idea if I'd make a 
bad joke or what, but | just decided to wait for the awkward silence to pass..if it ever passed. 


"The phone's downstairs if you ever wanna use it," Kirk said after the most agonizing 30 seconds of my life. 
There was another, more comfortable silence and | lifted my head out of the pillow. | took in the time to notice 
that while he'd still had the shirt on, he'd changed into another pair of sweatpants..and there was a towel on 
the bed. | was convinced he'd known after all of my.late night curiosity. | opened my mouth and prepared to 


explain, when Kirk spoke before me. 


"Did you..dream last night?" 


"Well." | started, thrown off guard by the odd question. "|.didn't sleep a lot." 

"Didn't you." he trailed off softly. "l.did.." 

Seeing this as my chance to explain my sins with dignity, | pressed on with, "About what?" 
"You're..going to think I'm even MORE of a freak for this, but | had a.wet dream." 


| was confused. So maybe he didn't know what | was doing and just thought it was a dream? | waited to hear 


more, if only to hear what a great dream lover | was, and to stroke my ego of course. 
Kirk was hesitant to continue, and both of us were sitting there like a couple of blushing teenage girls looking 


at mommy's magazines. He put his near-empty cereal bowl down on the floor between his feet, and fiddled 


with his shirt. 


"Well. don't know if it was male or female, but they kept touching me.." His cheeks brightened even more and 


he gave the most delicious shiver. | looked around elsewhere as he continued talking. 

"They..touched all over my thighs, somehow they knew l'm all..sensitive down there, and l." Without warning, he 
threw himself back on the bed and started cracking up, clutching his stomach as if it was the funniest thing in 
the world. He landed on my legs hard and rolled near my feet, and | attempted to laugh as well, even though | 
found nothing funny. 


‘|| came in my sleep! | freaked out, man, and | thought I'd woken you up or something because you weren't in 


bed.where'd you go?" 


‘I'd gone to the bathroom, | guess," | said, remembering my chance encounter last night with Giuseppe, and | 


shuddered. 

“Anyway..| went and showered-the shower's over there by the way, but that's all it is." Kirk pointed his finger 
to the door | hadn't noticed last night in the back that led to his bathroom. "Then when | came back you stil 
weren't there and | thought I'd scared you away..then | guess like a few minutes later you like ran in here." 
‘Oh..yeah, | met your father downstairs.” 


"Oh," he said to me flatly. "So that's why you shot in here like your ass was on fire?" 


| cleared my throat and looked out the window a little to the left of the bed. "Well.he was kinda creepy-what's 


his deal anyway?" 
"Well.eh, he doesn't like anyone is all it is. James traumatized him." 


| did a mental hiss. I'd gone days without seeing him or hearing his name, now | find out he's traumatized an old 


man, But curiosity got the best of me. 

"He did what? How?" 

"Well," Kirk said with a heavy sigh. "Y'know.James is protective.a little TOO protective if ya know what | mean. | 
mean, at first we had a good relationship and then.things went a little awry, and suddenly he's like this 
machine. No one can touch me, look at me, and for some reason not even my own father for Christ's sake. It 
was near Christmas and dad and | had gotten into one of our little arguments, and James.just went crazy on 


him!" 


Kirk gave an exasperated sigh and dropped his head down. "He hated him before, then he just loathed him 
completely.” 


"| don't get it," | said against my best wishes. "If you.don't like him so much..” 
"| never said | didn't" 
"Well, | mean really. You don't act like you love him exactly." 


"Because | don't," he answered with another room temperature-lowering sigh and turned so that he partially 


faced me on the bed. "James and |.we.can't separate. | know it's hard to understand, but we're..fated together." 
More like cursed, | thought. Fated to that jerk when he could just have someone like me.. 

| cringed inwardly. | was NOT thinking those thoughts! | didn't think | was, anyway. 

Anyway, | cocked my head in confusion at the man across from me and he muttered in frustration 

please?" he begged like he was dying of thirst and begging be for water. | wanted to say more, | wanted him to 
say more too, but for both our sakes | just nodded. The truth would come soon anyway. For that moment, he 

sighed happily, choosing to believe that | really understood his pain. 

"Anyhow," | said at length. "What is up with.um.Mr. Giuseppe anyway?" 

Kirk's eyes flew open in shock. "Mister? For god's sake, let's not get THAT formal.” 

"Well.you introduced him by his whole name last night anyway.. 

"That, my inexperienced friend, was sarcasm." 


Um, okay, | could take that shot to my pride. As long as it was Kirk and no one else. 


"So you haven't heard of him? He's pretty damn famous," Kirk went on. 
"Famous eh? What's he do?" 


"Giuseppe's an opera singer, simple as that. He's.adored by opera-fanatics world wide for his heart-wrenching 
baritone and his menacing tenor." He put his hand to his head like a fallen Southern Belle to intensify his air of 
false drama, and | couldn't help but laugh. "What-the-fuck-ever. His range is astounding, he's an excellent actor 


to boot, yadda-yadda-yadda. Y'know, typical stuck-up singer. What about yours?" 


| bit my lip. | didn't want to be reminded of my situation back home-at all. | was first nervous of what he 
might think, angry that he'd intrude on such private ground, embarrassed that | didn't have an impressive 


story to tell. But | couldn't be fake with it, right? And | could just reveal what | wanted, no? 
"| just.live with my mom.." | said, quieter and more hesitant than I'd meant. 
"Oh..no dad?" 


"Um, not anymore..he left," | said; it was the truth in my mind at the time, because leaving meant that people 


came back one way or another. 


"Left? Pssh, another. hate when shit like that happens!" He looked at my grimacing face then and quickly 
apologized. | waved him off and rolled out of bed at last, and took a long stretch. The whole conversation had 
made me physically uncomfortable, sounded more like something a bunch of teenage girls would discuss at an 


Alcoholics Anonymous slumber party. 
"| guess..| guess I'll go call mom now and let her know l'm alive." 


"Yeah, while you do that I'm gonna go take this bowl downstairs mmkay?" Kirk said, and took his bowl, slurped 
the rest of the milk out of it loudly and left the room, laughing. Of course, | wasn't planning to immediately 


leave the room behind him, | just wanted the source of my tension to leave the room. 


| looked down at my pants and sighed. So, last night wasn't just "I'm traumatized and need something to cling 
to", or was it? | couldn't be sure, but | wasn't about to..readily admit that | was becoming attracted to another 
man, no matter..but | already made that point somewhere, didn't |? And still, there | was, slight (if it can be 
called that) erection for all to see. Thankfully, | was alone in the room. | managed to will it down with SERIOUS 
CONCENTRATION that involved my favorite image of an elephant fucking an old, wrinkled woman covered in 


mayonnaise. It worked its magic as usual, but to my horror, only barely. 
| promised that when | got out of this place I'd kill myself or die trying. 
Deciding to take my time with the whole phone-calling thing once again, | went over to retrieve my shirt and 


other articles of clothing. | put the shirt back on (after 2 tries) and my attention was drawn again to the 
covered painting. | was curious as to what Kirk's brother-Callisto was it?—could do. He was pretty young 


looking, so | wasn't expecting Michelangelo or anything. | wanted just a little peek, so | quickly tossed aside the 


covering over the board. 


| gasped in awe. This wasn't good.it was fantastic. | was struck; the kid was the next fuckin’ da Vinci or 


something] 


The painting was surreal in its unfinished, nearly amateurish quality, so much that it looked like it was done on 
purpose, or maybe just a great accident. It depicted Kirk lying on his stomach, as he'd told me, on the bed, his 
arms were sprawled out on either side of his head, sort of clutching to the pillows around him. A white sheet 
covered him from the small of his back on down, his hair was a mess all over the bed and longer. The painting 
looked like it couldn't have been done more than 2 or 3 years ago, and was sort of at an angle on the canvas, 
probably due to the mirrors or whatever. There was even a little splotch of blood on one of the pillows, looking 
as if it was added hastily. | imagined that in his sleep Kirk had hacked up some blood and his brother absently 
dabbed it on the painting for more realism. The hair obscured the subject's face, but | could imagine it in a 
contorted look of sleepy agony. 


The work was lovely, yeah, but what drew my attention almost immediately were the two long, thin, perfectly 
identical red lines that started on his shoulder blades and ran the length of the man's back Due to the 
placement, | realized that those were the cuts I'd felt earlier. | was confused, what the hell could have done 
something like that? They looked almost like whip marks, and images of Giuseppe as a cruel, punishing sadist 
with equally malevolent tools of torture ran through my head. But that image was quickly vanished, and | knew 
not why. | felt my own back, nearly having ghost pains just staring at the marks. | felt them on the painting 
with my finger tips carefully, the memory of tracing the same open wounds on his back only last night.. 


"Ahem." 


| was startled from my admiration of the art work. Expecting to find Kirk behind me ready to kick me out of 
his house again, | turned around only to be faced with the artist himself. 


"A-hem," he said again, more forced with a hissed air this time. 

"Ohum, Cali-Callisto right?" 

"Please, call me Cal," he said, with a little more maturity for someone that looked about 13 or so in the better 
light. He had on a long, kimono-esque robe that was black with red trim. Unsurprisingly though, he was wearing 


sky-blue bunny slippers with purple eyes that lit-up when he walked. "Jason From School, right?" 


| was beginning to think that was my name. What was so damn hard about saying "Jason"?! | nodded anyway 


and Cal sat down on the bed, playing with his hair. 
"Pretty neat, huh? After dad chased me out the room | never had a chance to finish it. Sooo..it's..” 


"Its excellent," | cut in. "I'm impressed" 


His eyes lit up. "Really? Wow.! don't really wanna be a painter when | grow up, | wanna do photography. 


But.maybe | could do both? | dunno. Why are you still here?" 
"| stayed the night.hey, just how old are you anyway?" 

"21" Cal said simply and laid back on the bed. | snorted; very witty indeed 

"Yeah, and l'm 50. No, seriously, I'm just curious. It's not like lll be over here again anyway" 
"Really?" Cal sat back up on the bed and propped himself on his arms. "Why? Don't ya like it here?" 
"Well.it's not that. dort know, it's just a feeling” 


"That's okay. | don't really like it here anyway either. | hate the States." He made a face, scrunching up his nose 
and poking out his tongue. 


"Really?" | asked and leaned against the wall. "Where'd you come from?" 
"We lived in this biiiig house in Toscana.er, Tuscany to you. But we moved here because dad said Kirk needed 
a.change of scenery after mom died. Our cousins had moved here a few years earlier..but.we don't talk about 


that y'know?" 


"Huh," | said, feeling stupid for not having any other response. | wanted to ask what happened, but didn't think it 
right to intrude on their personal life, especially with this kid. Speaking of Kirk, though.. 


"Hey, he went downstairs to put a bowl in the kitchen or something." 
"Oh yeah, he and dad are..talking." 
| felt guilty, just sure they were arguing over me. "Ishe in some kinda trouble?" 


"No, not more so that usual. He'll be up in a bit" And, like a prophet just having revealed a cryptic piece of 


information, Cal was out of the room, glowing bunny slippers and all. | decided then to go make that phone call 


Waist Deep in the Nile 
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Spence. 


| dialed up mom, who had apparently been in hysterics all last night because I'd been inconsiderate enough to 
up and go missing on her. | felt lower than the earth again; how could | have been so stupid, especially after 
what happened with dad? | assured her that | wasn't dead, and yes, | would be home soon, and no, | wouldn't do 


it again. 


Hanging up the phone, | sighed and sat down on the couch. The phone was one of those that hung off the wall, 
so | was sitting a little under it. | was rubbing my temples, not only because | was awake ridiculously early, but 


also because of this confusing situation 


| figured, I'd have to constantly live with the fact that I'd just molested another man, Another man with a 
really mean boyfriend, whether he wanted to call him that or not. | couldn't find a reason in my head why. 
Lust? | hadn't known him long enough for that had |? | definitely wasn't confused. | knew exactly what | was 
doing. | sighed heavily; | didn't think I'd ever be able to live it down, but the best was yet to come. 


| was about to rise again when | heard an almighty..sniff. | looked up and around, then across from me. Kirk's 
dad stood in the doorway that looked like it led to the kitchen, cup of java and newspaper in hand, wearing a 
turquoise robe with a gaudy flower design 

"Are you still here? Eesh," he muttered, and sat down in a battered, faux-leather chair away from me. He 
popped open his paper, put the cup on the table, and read quietly to himself. | didn't like the already-tense vibe 


downstairs, so | made my way back to Kirk's room again, only to find it occupied with the owner. 


Confused. l'd never even see him come out of the kitchen, unless he sneaked behind my back.how'd he get 


upstairs so fast? 
"Oh, hey. thought you up and left on me," he said casually. 


"No. made that call," | said, flopping back down on the bed beside him. It was early, | was tired..surely he 
wouldn't mind if | took a nap there? Nah. 


"What'd she say?" 


"| couldn't tell over the screaming." 


‘Oh..shouldn't you be..getting back?" Kirk said uncomfortably, and | remember then feeling something like..static 
going through my head. It darted behind my eyes in a purple streak, quiet and unthreatening. 


"N-no.." | said, a little unnerved at the feeling. "I'm.gonna lie down again, then I'll leave." | was suddenly much 
sleepier than I'd been before, yawning and barely able to keep my eyes open Kirk said something to the effect 


of "ciao" or "ja", and | was soon overcome by darkness. 


| don't remember any dreams, if there were any, but | do remember (and I'll forever think I'm crazy for it) 
hearing voices. | thought they were my own, but looking back they didn't sound like anyone I'd encountered 
before then. They seemed to be having a whole dialogue in my head with me but | couldn't answer back, saying 
things along the lines of "I think he likes you" or "s'right, ain't he cute? | like his hair." 


| remember struggling to wake up, but the soothing abyss of that dark slumber pulled me in farther. The 
talking got more excited with "yes, yes! Why don't you talk to him? He likes you." There was another flash of 
the purple streak and more static, and this time it seemed to literally be pulling at my brain. | began to 
question whether | was asleep at all, if I'd been slipped some bad acid in my sleep and was having the first and 
worst trip of my life. The conversation turned and whoever the fuck was in my head seemed to be scolding 
themselves with, "you're so distant, you'll never get him to talk to you now", and | wanted no part of it | 
jerked, tried to shake myself out of the reverie, dream, whatever it was, but | couldn't shake it. Something 
powerful was drawing me in, and | don't know if | actually screamed on the outside of if it was all in my head 


again. 


And then, | saw the interior of the room. | realized that | was sitting up, glare from the sun burning a hole in 
my retina. | was breathing and | felt like I'd just run like mad across a hot desert and was about to do it again. 
Expecting bandits and the like-what was | thinking now? Were they really MY thoughts now? | had to take 
some time to calm down, | dropped my head in my hands and sighed deeply. | took deep gulps of air like you see 
on those pregnancy shows, and was surprised that they actually help. | heard more static and that pull again, 


and | groaned. 
"Not again," | whine somewhat, but then there came something of a.of an apology. 


lm sorry, | woke you., it said over and over, and | could feel it fleeting. | tried to grab onto something intangible, 
| could picture my hand in my mind reaching out to grasp thin air, but there was nothing to hold. Then it was 
gone, and | felt completely alone in the room. | looked out the window, next, and nearly panicked. 


The sun was going down.like, fast. | jumped up and raced into the living room, saw the clock on the wall that 
glared about 5:30. | couldn't believe I'd been asleep that long! It didn't seem like | had, in my head itd only felt 
like one, two hours at the most. | knew | absolutely had to get home, else mom would have a fit and kill me 


more than she was already going to, or something like that.. 


| dashed back upstairs and pulled on my clothes, and after a 5 minute battle with my shoes, got them on too 


and was on my way out the door. 


"Jason?" 
| turned around and was faced with Kirk, who looked guilty and sad all at once. 
"Are you leaving now?" 


| nodded dumbly. We both stood there awkwardly, looking at each other, figuring each other out. | turned 
around to leave then, just wanting to get out of the atmosphere and forget about this whole mess-l didn't 
move around much though, before he'd snaked his arm around my waist. At that moment, a siren went off so 
loud in my head | thought surely he heard it too; obviously he didn't. He pulled me close to him, and | could feel 
myself panicking, and | ran through so many mental images trying to repress the hard on | just knew was 
coming (no pun intended). | also berated myself for getting turned on from being barely held. 


His hand gripped the back of my shirt as if he was gonna tear it off right there, and those boner-suppressing 
images quickly turned into flashes the two of us shredding our clothes to the floor and animalistic love making. 


This was NOT happening to me! 
He looked me in the eye and spoke lowly. "Don't.don't forget your bass." 
If I'd had any oxygen left at that moment, | would have screamed and fainted. 


Kirk backed away from me and looked at the floor all the way to the wall as he grabbed my instrument. He 


came back and gave it to me, and before | realized what had just happened | was looking at the closed door. 


| let out a shaky breath, and felt dizzy. | had NO idea what had just gone on. Had | even been there..at all? | 
felt disconnected from everything, and half expected that damn static from before to come back. It didn't, 
though, and | was on my way home when | finally admitted it wasn't coming back, and that | may never know 
what it was. | laughed at myself when I'd some how made my way home, but when | got inside my quaint little 


house | wasn't laughing anymore. 


Mom was in the living room, tapping her foot impatiently. She wasn't smoking or anything, but | could almost 


see a physical smoke screen around her. 
"Where have you been?" she asked in clipped tones, and | knew she was more than pissed. 


'|told you, | was over a friend's house." 


"You called this house at exactly 8:45AM! It is nearly 6 at night! What were you DOING?" She went off about 
how anything could have happened to me, how | could have quickly descended into a world of sin and all kinds of 
crazy shit. | sighed drearily and leaned against the wall, and let my thoughts turn to the dark-haired boy's 


whose domain I'd just left. 


| tried not to let my head go there 100 long, lest she notice something was gravely afoot. | also didn't stray 
there too long, for one can only have so many images of a nude man dancing around your head without getting 
the distinct Closet Feeling. | was getting that feeling anyway. 

You must be wondering when I'd get out of de fucking Nile. 

For that moment | was waist-deep in it, not realizing that mom had stopped talking and was now yelling. 

"ARE YOU LISTENING TO ME YOUNG MAN?!" she was screaming, red in the face. | snapped back to the real 
world, alarmed. | immediately started looking for an exit, and the only way out was the front door, which | was 
actually blocking. 

"l-I'm listening. think,” | stuttered back. 

"Then get your ass upstairs!" 

"Y-wait, what?" 


"You heard me," she said sternly. "Up. Stairs. NOW. You are GROUNDED mister!" 


"Wh.what?" | was completely astonished. She was GROUNDING mel | hadn't been grounded since that time | let 


a mouse loose in the house, and | was like 6 or something! 

"You are not allowed ANYWHERE Jason-" 

"You can't STOP me!" | argued. "I'm I8 for god's sake!" 

"My house, my damn rules! Now march your ass upstairs!” 

| know, | know. She did it because she was worried about me and she loved me. | know now. 

And yet, at that moment, | was more pissed than you could fucking imagine. But. | marched my ass right up 


those stairs. Because not only did she have a point, but.she fed me at the time. Once in my room on my own, | 


sighed a mournful sigh. This was going to be the worst gap year recorded in the annals of history. 


August 12, part | (of 3) 
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The tour was going great..well, it would be if it weren't for those damn inner-demons Jason kept trying to 
vanquish from himself, all by himself. But writing his whole life's story out (if only for his eyes only) seemed 
to be helpful. It was fun and painful all at the same time reliving those Traumatic Forming Years, as Slash had 


once put it in a rare moment of..humor. 


It so happened that after the last memory tumbled out his head, he'd left his laptop unguarded for a few 
hours post-show time, figuring nothing would happen to little Junior between the time it took to hop to the 


nearest Subway shop and get a sandwich or two. 


Unfortunately, Jason forgot to figure in traffic (it was Minnesota for god's sake), the time it would take to get 
to the Subway shop, and the all-important fact that he had NO clue where the hell he was going. All in all, 


what was meant to take 30 minutes tops took nearly two hours. 


In the compact rent-car, Jason had just about demolished his last sandwich when the ESP he'd developed over 
the years started tingling. He was tempted to call it his "Spider Sense", but it was more of an "I can tell 
someone's messing with my shit" sense, and he pressed on the pedal faster. He was nearly home-free when 
the ringing of sirens behind him and flashes of red and blue reminded him of something else he hadn't figured 


In. 


Jason pulled over and dropped his head on the steering wheel. His life may as well have been officially over at 


that point. 


After a few quick checks, it became apparent that the room was empty. It was dark, and everything was as 
he'd left it, thankfully preventing Jason from having serious heart failure. He turned the lights on and threw 
his autographed speeding ticket on the bed. He was disgusted, even though the cop had turned out to be a die- 
hard Metallica fan, and had let him go if only for the fact that Jason had recently been in close quarters with 


Lars. 


He couldn't believe it. But that wasn't the source of his disgust. That cop looked almost like the stereotypical 


cops of TV shows and movies, maybe better; slightly protruding belly, hard jaw line, beefy arms, and he swore 
he saw a vein bulge out his neck What was the source of his disgust, was that all the time the cop was 
writing his ticket and fawning over the band, Jason kept wondering what it'd be like to be held in those over- 
packed arms, under that hefty body.. 


Jason shook his head to clear those thoughts, and slouched at the desk that currently held his trusty laptop, 
which he had actually come to name Truman Jr. (Tru-boy or Junior for short) It felt better referring to the 
machine as Truman, it was like he was actually talking to someone in the room, and not writing the angsty tale 


of his life. 


"Well Tru-boy, let's see what we've got today.." Jason opened his laptop and opened the file on which he'd been 


using, and quickly saw the reason his senses had been set ablaze in the car. 
Someone else had been writing on his document! Scandal! 
After suffering a near-major stroke, Jason scanned over the italicized text and DID have a major stroke. 


You have a good memory but mine is better. If youd lke for your little tale to have a point anytime soon, | 
suggest you skp to I2 August 


--Kirk 


A few blinks later and a thorough erasing of the message.Jason came to the inevitable conclusion that Kirk 
was right. For the past few days he'd just been babbling nonsensically to himself, and he was sure that 


somewhere in its mechanical little heart, Tru-boy was tired of it, too. 


“Twelfth of August." Jason mumbled to himself, rolling the thought over in his mind. "I wonder how he 


remembered?" 


Of course he remembered, he'd actually been there. Looking back, it felt something like a full circus, all the 
performers past and present gathered there on that particular day, place, and time. It was scary as well, 


thinking of the several unnatural (supernatural?) events that had shaped his life on that isolated day. 

Even weeks after it happened, still fresh in his mind, he'd wanted to rip the date from every calendar he saw. 
He didn't want to think of the rape, fire, lightning, how he'd nearly died TWICE in one day, not even crows for 
god's sake. Every time he saw Kirk or the rare occasions he saw his cousin he felt sick to his stomach with 


the memories, something that occasionally happened even now. 


He sighed and steeled himself to write on those faithful events. 


Malkelesllew 


My life started to fall around me on the I2th of August. 


I'd been grounded for a good few weeks, 2 or 3 | think. Either way, being basically under house arrest gave me, 
sadly, a lot of time to think. It was during those weeks, thankfully, that | slowly began to realize that | wasn't 
merely "curious" about my new friend, nor was | hurting about my father's disappearance and just needed a 
‘comforting figure in my life". Oh no, it was only when | caught myself about to masturbate to his image that 


| realized that there was obviously something deeper going on 


There were few days that went by the week of that day that | didn't try to examine this relationship further. 
So what if | was in love with the man, it just so happened that he had a certain blonde body guard that 
wouldn't let me get in edgewise with him! | was only punishing myself. Kirk probably didn't like me either, we'd 
known each other most of the school year. It wasn't like we were about to have slumber parties and paint 


nails and do hair. 


But that day came inconspicuously enough. In fact, it started like any other day. | got up, went to breakfast, 
mom glared at me all the time before she went to work, and told me that if she ever found out that I'd been 
out of the house, she'd skin me alive the many ways you could skin a cat. By then she was pretty well on with 
the neighbors, of course most notably their wives, and had asked them to keep an eye on me since | was on 


punishment. 


| couldn't believe it. Here | was, college material (even though | would ultimately wind up not going), practically 
an adult, and a bunch of old women with a combined age of |00-some-odd were "keeping an eye on me" as if | 
were some little IO year old on Halloween night. It was about as humbling as it gets, aside from MAYBE getting 
beaten up with paperback books by a bunch of 5 year old girls. 


So back to that day. | woke up, ate, got glared at, and mom reminded me that if | stepped foot out this house 
to so much as retrieve the mail so help her God | would be smote. And then she kissed me goodbye and went 


to work. 


| was alone in the house, nothing unusual. | watched TV quite a bit, took an approximately 2 hour nap, watched 
more TV. | may have scratched my nuts once or twice and rubbed my hands on the wall without washing 


them first, l'm a guy like that: 


And then, at around |, maybe half past |, there came the sound of a dying man pressing the doorbell 
frantically, and | would run downstairs only to find out he'd used his last breath to tell me that there was a 


huge asteroid about to crash on Earth and that we were all doomed, doomed, doomed. 


At least, from the way whosoever was hitting the doorbell that was the impression | got. Startled from my 


watching of some random cartoons, | leapt up from the couch to take the dying man's message. 


"Who is it?!" | shouted at the door. In reality, it could have just been one of the Olde Women delivering the 
paper in the driveway that | was helpless to go fetch. When | got no answer, | got suspicious. | knew that even 
showing my little auburn-head outside would set off a neighborhood-wide alarm, but | couldn't let the poor, 


hapless scientist sit out here, gasping for breath, just wanting to share with ONE person the little fact that 


we were all gonna die. 

| opened the door, and suffered critical heart failure. 

James. At my house. Looking angry. 

Well, | had one part right: | was going to die. 

"Jason," he said slowly, and | think that was the only point in my life in which | really, really hated my name. 


| tried to be a man about it. Tried "H-how the hell did you get here?" | whispered harshly. | didn't think he'd 


given a thought to where | lived, even remembered it. 


‘Oh, | remembered where you live alright," he said back gruffly, as if he were reading my thoughts. The scene 


went from shock, horror, to eerie, and then just an unsettling combination of both. "Come out here." 
"L.can't...” 


"Come out here you little rat bastard!" he shouted, forcefully jerking me out by my shirt. | stumbled outside 
to the porch, nearly falling flat on my face. 


"What do you want?" | shouted back, now angered. James made like he was going to smack my face, but put 


his hand down. 


"You've been around him, haven't you?" he barked and | nearly pissed myself. | didn't even bother to ask how 


he knew and just assumed that he had some kind of freaky Kirk-Radar. 


"You stayed the night at his house, slept in his bed. You think he likes you, don't you? I've slept in that bed 
too, and so have plenty others, believe me," he went on, and | felt cold pricks of fear numb their way down my 
spine. Kirk had told him! That traitor! And not only that, but he was telling me way more about their sexual 


lives than I'd ever wanted to know. 

On the other hand, | had felt kind of special. I'd kept up an image that I'd been the first and the only to sleep in 
that bed with him, only to find out that the filthy bodies of a few others had also had that pleasure before 
me..and obviously they'd gotten something | hadn't. Hurt, | was. 

"And don't think he likes you just because he's being sweet on you. He belongs to me, understand?" 


My dignity came back and | got pissed again "He's not your fucking property!" 


James' eyes flashed and | saw him grind his teeth. "| warned you not to come near him. | don't like you, Jason, 


know why? | get evil vibes off you. You're up to no good. You ARE no good, | can feel it. And the Bible states 


clearly that the evil must be punished” 


| gasped in horror. This..wasn't James. It couldn't be. He'd gone from thug to self-righteous, Bible-thumping 
zealot, and | got the distinct impression by his words that he was really crazy enough to kill me in the open on 
this porch then and there. | had been afraid around James before, but never really to the point that | actually 
feared for my life. Now | did. 


He stepped closer to me, blocking me up against the door. | grabbed at the doorknob, but before I'd even 
gotten my hand around it good and tight, | heard something go click on the inside. And when | twisted the 
doorknob, | found it was locked. 


Im-tucking-possible. | knew that | hadn't locked the door when | came out, | didn't have a chance to! But the 
proof was in my hands, and it was a firmly locked doorknob. | had officially crossed into panty-wetting terror. 


"What?!" | screamed, fighting with the doorknob again. At first, | thought rubbing my hands over it and the hot 
sun were just making it warm, but as | struggled more, the doorknob began to actually burn my hand. It was 
really heating all by itself, and was beginning to turn white. | snatched my hands off it, blew on them 
somewhat childishly, and glimpsed James staring at me. His arms were crossed, his waist cocked to the right in 


the torn jeans; statuesque. 


But what was most horrifying, his eyes. They'd changed from a stony blue to silvery white with dark pupils. | 
gasped again and backed against the door, only to jump off it and realized that it was rapidly heating as well. 


"When | think about you, Jason, | see you in a lake of fire," he said calmly. "You're evil, a doomed soul, | can 
sense it. Kirk can as well, but he refuses to believe it. Whatever you think you are, you're wrong. l'm 


personally sending you back to Hell.” 


| couldn't believe what | was hearing. This HAD to be some kind of fucked up dream. People couldn't change 
their eye color at will, or set doors on fire, right? Again, the proof was right there in front of me; James’ 
eyes, his half smirk, and the heated door. At that point, I'd had enough and did the only thing | could think of: 


ran like I'd never run in my life. 

All punishment was forgotten. | wasn't thinking of anything but getting away from this creature that called 
himself human, but clearly wasn't. | ran to the end of the porch and jumped off, clearing a good 3 feet and 
barely avoiding a prickly bush. | could hear that James was behind me, because he clearly didn't miss the bush. 


"FUCK!" 


| kept running. | hit the sidewalk and was going, going, gone. | imagined briefly that if anyone had seen me at 
that point all they would have caught was a dark streak followed by another. | had no idea where | was going, 
but the word "escape" just flashed through my head like a bright neon sign 


| was on an unfamiliar sidewalk that was lightly crowded with people, people | was pushing and shoving past in 


my hurry to either distract the man behind me, or to lose him completely. Seeing my chance to do the later, | 
jumped into a large crowd of people crossing the street, and when they did | did as well, and crossed into a 
store, hid out of sight from the glass doors. | could see James run by a few seconds later, my first indication 
that he couldn't have been more than a foot behind me the whole time. It scared me that if I'd slowed down 


for a second or even looked back, | would have been lost. 


He pressed his face against the glass, glaring silver eyes glancing here and there. | held my breath and prayed 
that whatever entity had bestowed this evil punishment on me would also lift it. Prayed harder than | ever 
had in my life. Finally, satisfied that | wasn't to be found in the store, he pulled away from the glass doors and 


ran on his merry way to kill me. 


| sighed and slid down the wall, thanking God, my eyes nearly tearing up. I'd survived! That was all | could think. 
| congratulated myself on my running and quick thinking. 


Looking around the store, however, brought up an important fact: | had no idea where | was. On top of that, 
every sign in the store was..in some kind of Arabic or Hebrew writing. | looked to the dark-skinned man at the 


counter and went to talk to him, and all | got was something that sounded like gibberish to my ears. 


| was lost, and in a store that spoke no English. Doomed again. 


August 12 (part 2) 


Author's Notes: 
Ah, this was quick to right. More freakiness abounds! 


| wasn't leaving that store. No way. You couldn't make me go outside. 


| was scared half to death. It took a while to calm down, and all | really wanted was some chips and a beer, but 
| was broke as usual. But so | wouldn't look like some crazy robber, | stood around.tried to look out of sight. 
Read some magazines. | secretly helped myself to some chips anyway, and just prayed the store didn't have 


any hidden cameras. 


| don't know how long | stood in that store, but it felt like forever. People came and went, kids, adults, a 
combination of those. Some bought, some stole, shit like that. However, after a while the guy at the counter 
finally realized that yes | was still the same guy who had ran in there a few hours ago, and started yelling at 
me in something | didn't understand. Then he started pointing to the door, and | realized that he was telling me 
to get the hell out. 


| was prepared to negotiate with this man, tell him the exact reason | COULD NOT leave this store, not until 
dawn at least. | even actually offered to mop the floors, but he kept pointing to the Closed/Open sign and 
yelling at me in his mother tongue. | insisted on staying again, and he reached for the phone and | got the 
feeling he was going to call the cops. 


Defeated, | took a good glance outside. Not many people outside, the sky bled oranges and pinks and reds. It was 
a beautiful sunset in retrospect, but for that time | wasn't oogling the wonders of God. 


| stepped out of the store. When | wasn't viciously attacked, | kept moving until | was well away from the door 
and out on the sidewalk. It was then | saw the angry shop worker lock his store up for the night, and I'd never 
felt so alone in my whole life. 


It felt cold, even though I'd heard it was gonna be a pretty warm day. Cold and lonely. | felt a little sick as | 
wandered around the streets, hoping eventually I'd find a familiar road. It was very dark outside by the time | 
came to the conclusion that | might have just gotten myself even MORE lost. 


| slid down a nearby brick wall and almost felt like crying. Instead, | dropped my head in my hands and sighed 
heavily and loudly. 


"God, | fucked up.." | whimpered and looked to the sky. It offered no comfort with the orangey hue of the 
street lights, and the cold blackness of a virtually starless night, and of space, and it was so depressing that | 
dropped my head against my knees and let a tear slip down my cheek silently. 


"Hey..are you lost?" | heard someone say. Finally, help! | looked up and smiled, but it quickly turned to a look of 


horror. 
"Y how did..?!" | was at a loss for words. 


James towered over me more so than usual, a triumphant smirk against his pale face. He flipped a loose lock 


of blonde hair back, gave me a look, and his hand shot out and gripped my neck. 


Suffocation is a horrible feeling. It was so sudden that | barely realized that | wasn't breathing anymore. No 
matter how much you try and gasp for air it doesn't come, and you feel like you're stuck in floating space. 
Everything grew hazy, and | could vaguely feel James lifting me up until we were about eye level. | remember 
his eyes being that freaky silvery-white again, his pupils no more than the size of pinpricks on skin. His hand 


felt hot like the doorknob from earlier, and | honestly believed he was going to burn me alive. 


James gave me a malicious grin, satisfied that he now held my life in his hands, like he too saw it slipping in a 
black streak before me. His grip tightened around my neck to mirror this satisfaction, and | didn't fight, 
couldn't fight. I'd long since resigned myself to die. | wheezed some, happy to have a gust of air in my lungs, 


but | knew it'd be the last. 


Suddenly, something so beautiful happened it can't be put into words. How do you describe your life being 
saved? By a generally hated, heraldic animal? Crows signify death and mourning, but this day it saw my life 


being saved. 


It shot out of the sky and hovered mid-air and cawed, then shot down like an arrow. It made like it was going 
to attack James' ear, but it didn't get nearly that far. The blonde man currently choking me saw it coming and 
loosened his grip until | fell from his grasp, too weak to move and | couldn't tear my eyes away from the 
scene. | felt a bit of blood come from my mouth and | greedily breathed in the polluted air, and saw James 


bend to the right ever so slightly. What | saw next would forever leave a scarring memory on my brain 


First, there was a bright flash of fire in front of James' face. | didn't see it come from his eyes, but from 
that general area. It didn't last longer than a few seconds, and my oxygen-starved brain couldn't even begin to 
process it. But | saw the crow halt in its tracks, and with a disturbingly human-sounding caw of pain, it 
exploded 


It was so clean, was all | could think. Not even feathers, just a burst of flame and the crow was gone. A little 
residue that looked like burning ash fell to the ground, and that was it. James, undaunted, turned around to me 
and his eyes glowed even more intensely. They were no longer the regal silver but colorless, and his hair had 
begun to flare up. | couldn't panic, | was too tired. | just wanted to die, and | knew | was soon going to go the 


way of the crow. 


"You..your road ends here, whatever you are," he whispered. | felt my skin begin to heat, and the sensation 
that my blood was actually boiling. He was burning me slow, that bastard. | wanted to die fast if | were to die 


at all. It hurt so bad, but | couldn't scream at all, couldn't find the energy. | did whimper loudly and almost 
begged him to kill me quick, make me explode like the ill-fated crow. | lied there like a cactus baking in the 
desert sun, the skin of my hand actually beginning to rise up and bubble off. My very bones felt like vessels 


for fire. 


| heard something growl, and my mind just connected it with James and his satisfaction at seeing me burned 
alive. But as quickly as it began, | felt a breeze and started to cool off. More and more the heat receded, and 
the growling increased. | quickly came to the realization that James had stopped burning me. | couldn't see him, 


my vision darkening by the minute. | heard him shout something before | went out completely. 


| swam in a sea of deep black. Memories of my childhood came and passed, and | thought this is what oblivion 
must be like. | then had a memory that | didn't recognize, a dog licking my face. It felt so real and | wondered 
where and when | had a dog. It was then | started slowly coming back to reality, and the licking stopped. There 


was a groan, and someone shaking me gently. 
"Jason? | know you're alive. Wake the fuck up." 


Alive? | was alive. | didn't feel alive, but someone had just confirmed | was, so | must have been. It seemed like 
such a precious word after that very close brush with death. | still felt tired, and yet | was filled with more 


adrenaline that I'd ever had in my life, not even earlier when | was running for my life. 


| sat up too fast, felt like | was going to vomit; then | did. It wasn't much, but it was the fact that | could feel 


it, and once again | felt alive. 
"Ew, couldn't you have waited to do that?" 


As my senses slowly came back, | found that | recognized that voice. | turned around and was greeted with 
dark skin and pitch black curls bouncing in front of an obscured face, a man wearing torn blue jeans and a 
denim jacket, shirtless. 


"SL.Sla.Slash..2" 


"And it only took you 3 tries." the other man muttered, and helped me to my feet, albeit unsteadily. He quickly 


realized, however, that | wasn't ready for walking, and simply let me collapse back down on the sidewalk. 


"Man, what'd you do?" he asked me, and | was angry that he immediately decided that | was at fault. It was 
NOT my fault that some psycho decided | was evil and tried to burn me alive with his freaky psychic powers! 


The impact of that statement hit me at last. No human, dead or alive, could simply set things on fire. Just by 
looking at them. It doesn't exist, logically it can't exist! 


"Oh..god.." | said in utter shock. 


"God indeed. If | hadn't been walking by, you'd have been a puddle on the sidewalk" 


"That..that wasn't reall" | exclaimed, and nearly exhausted myself again. Slash rose an eyebrow at me and 


smirked. 

"Wasn't real?" he said mockingly. "You saw it with your own eyes. You felt it. How can you say it wasn't real?" 
"That.people can't do that!" 

Slash shook his head warily at me. "Jason.there's something you have to realize..James..isn't human" 


I'd known this for a long time. But hearing just brought it all home. He wasn't human. He could burn me alive, 


make things explode, do anything he wanted. And he wanted me to die. 
| shuddered and nearly cried again. It would have been alright, | know, but | still had a little pride left in me, and 
| wasn't going to cry in front of Slash, who was indifferent anyway. So we sat there in silence, | trying to take 


in everything that had happened today, Slash unreadable. 


There came a startling noise, a long, dolorous wolf's howl, and Slash's chest bulged. He smirked and looked at 


me as if realizing | was still there. 
"Go home man," he said simply. "The wolves are out tonight" 
"There are wolves out here?" | asked stupidly, and he growled. 


"Yes there are wolves. When a wolf howls.funeral the next week And James isn't going to stay away for long. 


When he sees you're alone again he will try to kill you again” 


| became scared again. | was still lost, and James was still looking for me! It was hopeless. "l.l don't know where 


| am." 

"Go straight until you see Moirae Avenue, and take a left. You'll start to recognize your surroundings, okay?" 
He got up and took me with him, and seeing that | could at least half balance on my feet, let me go and 
started walking off. | wanted him to come with me at least, but | knew it was hopeless to ask. He probably 


didn't care about me one way or another. 


"Wha..what can | do if he..attacks me again.?" | asked weakly, and Slash turned back around at me, gave me the 


briefest and most malicious smile. 
"Die" 


And he was gone, and | was alone again. 


August 12, part 3 


Author's Notes: 
Haha, my summary was witty. Also.there is some rape, but its not really as graphic as | thought it would be. 
So basically if you can't handle someone's pants being forcibly ripped down, just skip over that whole scene. 


And..remember, I'm on Jason's side. | can't help it bad crap happens to him for no reason! 


| had begun walking. It felt like forever. 


Hugging myself tightly, refusing to let myself be afraid again But | was. Deeply disturbed and afraid. I'd heard 
more than one wolf howl, and assumed it was going to be 2 funerals in the weeks to come. | tried to occupy 
my mind with things like that, but instead | got frightening images of snarling wolves, blood dripping from their 


jaws, of fiery eyes haunting me, dancing around my head. Needless to say it wasn't very comforting. 


Neither was the distant, melodic "coo" noise | kept hearing that was all too human. Some neighborhood kids, 


probably. But it was annoying-and unnerving. 


I'd stopped at a stop sign (of course), and across from it was a street sign, one reading the aforementioned 
"Moirae Ave." | felt ecstatic and rounded onto it, even better that | was finally beginning to recognize where | 


was. | wasn't that far from my street now! | was home free! 


The cooing noises got louder as | walked on. | moved briskly, but the farther along | got, the longer it seemed 
to take. | wanted to get home so bad, get back home to mom's yelling, back to security and comfort, put this 
whole day behind me. But it wasn't to be. 


| heard steps behind me. This was running like a bad horror movie. | stopped, thinking the steps would stop 
behind me as well if someone was, indeed, following me; the steps didn't stop. If anything, they came faster. | 
just knew it was James, had to be! | wasn't going to sit there and take it, | was gonna fight the losing battle 
this time. 


| whirled around to see someone, predictably, NOT James. It was some tall, bald guy, fairly well built but 
nothing too impressive. He looked familiar, but in the dark | couldn't tell. 


"Who..why are you following me?" | snapped, sounding braver than | felt. He didn't say anything for a long time, 


but when he spoke, | remember his voice being light and airy, not masculine at all. 
"| saw you in town today, in that store," he said as if we were just discussing the weather. "You looked lost." 


"Well.'m not anymore," | said uncomfortably. He stepped closer to me, and | tightened my arms around myself. 


No matter what, | wasn't going to run. Not this time. This wasn't James, | was fairly confident this guy 


couldn't burn me alive with his eyes. | could take him, still tired as | was. 
He kept coming towards me and talking. "Where do you live?" 

"| dort have to tell you that" 

He stopped and put his hand in his pocket. "How old are you?" 


| was getting annoyed, and the annoyed feeling slowly replaced the anger. He asked another question | can't 
remember now, and answered that with, "I don't have to tell you" as well. 


He pulled his hand out of his pocket to reveal a gun. | almost laughed. A gun! After everything I'd been 
through, a gun was no where near the top of my list of things to worry about. But | was no fool; | put my 


hands up in instant surrender. 
"| don't. don't have anything man," | stuttered, and he was suddenly no more than a few inches in front of me. 
"Walk," was all he demanded. "I don't want your money." 


| began to wonder why | just didn't run as | walked wherever the man ordered me. We went across the lawn of 
a house I'd always thought empty when | passed it, because no one came in or out. It was always dark, but 
now there was a light on in one of the rear windows. We went across the lawn and into a dismal, dreary, bleak 


yard. | turned around to ask why he'd brought me here, but what | got in response was a gun in my face. 


| screamed. | fell over and clutched my face, and then he was on my back. | was struggling with more energy 
than I'd had since | could remember, but he was surprisingly strong. He even managed to flip me over on my 


back before | got a good kick to his stomach. 


The man reeled back, fell flat on his ass. He was nothing to me, I'd just survived a previous more effective 
attempt on my life. Burns to prove it, and my blood was boiling like James was boiling it out of my body again. 
| ran for the guy, ready to tackle him and beat his ass with his own gun, when | felt something pierce my 


stomach. 
| stopped dead in my tracks, clutched my stomach and looked down. | pulled my hand down and saw..blood. 
He'd fucking shot me! 


| was in awe, and then shock. I'd nearly died, and then | was going to die now. It wasn't fair. How could | lose the 
battle so easily? It was nothing at all, a gun. Something that launched a bullet at so much speed. He hadn't even 
really shot me-he was on the ground at an angle, and there wasn't a bullet hole in my stomach, just a deep 
groove. But it weakened me, that and my own shock. | fell to the ground and quickly stained the dark green 
with my darker blood. The guy was on me again, and | can still vividly remember his hands on my waist, 


working to get my pants off.. 


So that was what he wanted from me. | panicked, but that tired, weak feeling came over me, and the agonizing 
pain of having been shot. I'd never felt that before, obviously, it doesn't look like it hurts in the movies. Never 


does. 


The guy had taken off my pants half way, and was now working to get his own off hastily. It was then | heard 
a long shriek. Not a howl, but a long, ghostly shriek, and it got really cold really fast. 


There was a streak, a gust of air, and | saw a lone feather float down in front of the guy's face. | saw it, 


because it had its own luminescence, specifically to it, and it dropped down incredibly slow. | know the guy saw 


it too, and blinked. 
Then his head came off. 
| believe that was one of the few moments in my life | can honestly say | screamed like a bitch. 


His head didn't simply fall off his shoulders, it popped off. Popped as if some invisible hand behind him had just 
ripped it straight off his neck. It wasn't very clean, blood hit me and sprayed all over the lawn, and continued 
spraying as the headless corpse fell to the ground. His head fell not far beside it, eyes in a look of frozen 


curiosity. 


At that moment, | knew only one person could have done that. | couldn't believe it; | just knew James had done 
it. He'd killed whoever it was that was trying to get to me first! He was absolutely insane. My only instinct was 
To run, even if my life was certainly over. | jerked my pants up, even if barely, and ran straight for the house. 
For reasons unknown to me then, the backdoor was unlocked, and | found myself in a small kitchen. The light 
was on in the living room, but | found a staircase and ran up it. It seemed like the right thing to do. Of course 
you want to run upstairs, don't you? 


| ran into the nearest room, which looked more like a guest room with a desk in the back. | slammed the door 
and locked it, not realizing that whatever supernatural force had simply popped an adult's head off could simple 
break through the door. 


The room was empty save for the desk. No bed, no windows. There wasn't even light, and | couldn't see the 
desk anymore. Not even my hand in front of my face. | sat up against the wall and awaited my doom. | 
breathed shallowly as | could, hoping maybe James or whatever was out to get me tonight wouldn't think to 
look in this room. 


Footsteps. | heard footsteps, but they were erratic-not like running, but like dragging. Like someone dragging a 
limp body by their head, and the feet were dragging on the stairs is what it sounded like. They stopped when 
they got in front of the door, and | prepared for the worst. 


"Jason?" called a voice. | knew it, even through my fear-crazed mind. | nearly cried in my joy, but | stopped. 
How could | be sure? My mind was alive with possibilities-shape shifting, voice changing, anything to get me 


out of this room so my head could pop off like a doll's, my body burned to a blackened crisp. 
The doorknob turned and | waited. It wiggled before the person finally realized it was locked. 


"I know you're in there Jase," the voice called. | was so sure it was Kirk It sounded like him, and voice 
manipulation be damned but | wanted to run out and jump into his arms. But | stayed put. 


| heard something click, and the doorknob shattered. It literally shattered as if a great hammer had come down 
on it, and fell in pieces on the floor. The door opened wide, and there was silhouette in the doorway of an 


unnaturally tall man. With wings. 


My mind shattered. I'd seen one too many supernatural happenings today, and | thought I'd gone insane before. 


Now | knew | was crazy. 


The figure ducked into the room, nearly filling it. He looked to be about 7 feet high, his wings almost double 
that. They folded behind his back, and | saw him hold his hand out to me. 


"Jason? Come on, I'm not gonna hurt you." 


"LARP | shrieked then, whether | meant to or not. | backed as far against that wall as | could, nearly broke my 


spine, but the figure came closer. 
"Jason," he demanded firmly. "Come on, stop kidding." 


Kidding? This fuck thought | was kidding. No, | wasn't kidding that | was about to have serious heart failure 


from tonight's events. | was serious like a wide-spread disease. 
"Who the fuck are you?! WHAT are you?" 


The figure straightened itself, then eyed its surroundings. We both caught his shadow on the floor, and he 


doubled over. 
"Oh, fuck," he whispered in that so tantalizingly familiar voice. "Please..come outside and I'll tell you." 
"| don't..." 


"Come," he demanded in a deep voice, and | felt compelled to get up and move. And get up and move | did, 


slowly trotting behind the figure. He was in the dim light from the hallway, and | gasped. 


It couldn't have been But it was. Kirk had sure put on a few..feet. His hair was slightly longer and darker, his 
eyes had a sort of purple glow to them. He looked at me sympathetically as | took in his form, he was cloaked 
in a long, ruffled black tunic that reached his feet, and was tied at the waist with a length of rope with two 
loops at the end, so that he might stick his hands through them. 


"K.Kirk..2" There are only a few times in your life when your perfect angel turns out to be..an actual..angel. 


He nodded slowly and shuffled his feet. | could tell he was nervous, but | didn't know why. | was the one about 


to die from shock. He closed his huge, flexible and feathery wings around his form and moved closer to me. 


"Yeah..well, this isn't exactly one of those 'I was gonna tell you' things," he said calmly. He reached his hands 


out and took mine in them, looked down at the marks where I'd been burned earlier. 


"Did James do this to you?" he asked, as if he already knew the answer. | nodded weakly and he cursed under 


his breath. 


"I fucking told him to stay out of this!" he yelled at no one in particular, and | flinched. He rubbed his hand 
over mind and cast a purple glow over them; when he moved them away, there wasn't a trace left on my 


arm, like when he healed my leg. He gripped my hands harder and pulled me closer to him. 
"What else did he do to you?" he asked seriously. 


"He..almost gave me a stroke." | said, trying to be funny, but Kirk took it seriously and put his hand on my 
chest. As much as | wanted the warmth there, | took it off and shook my head. 


"No, no l'm kidding..he.he tried to burn me alive, but Slash was walking by and decided to save me, | guess." 


"Burn you? That idiot! I'll fucking." He didn't speak anymore, and simply drew me into a tight hug, his wings 


around me, arms clutching me as if he never wanted me to leave. And | wouldn't, ever, | knew then and there. 


‘lm sorry.| never thought he'd go this far.." he whispered, and | silently forgave him. Past him, down the 
stairs, | could barely see a clock with a burgundy rim, both hands touching the I2 mark. | leaned farther into 
Kirk's arms, and his tunic brushed against the raw wound on my stomach, and searing pain ran through me 


before | blacked out. 


| know, | know, towards the end Jason didn't exactly act like a "OMFG | BEEN SHOT MAN" victim, but remember, 


there's more! 


Aftermath 


Author's Notes: 
You heard me, very vague! | can still write, | swear #can't* 


I'm not sure if | dreamt during that time, but the next thing | remember is the scent of..water. Water and 
peppermint and a gentle touch of lavender, it was the best scent to have come across my nostrils in a long 
while. It felt..so safe and inviting, and | nearly forgot where | was and why | was there. | could almost picture 
myself in a meadow of honey and roses, something so sickeningly sweet and sentimental, | knew immediately it 


was an illusion. 
My eyes came alive, and for a while | saw black with little shades of light. | realized then that a hand was over 
my eyes, and | batted my eyelashes against it and shook my head. The hand came away, and Kirk was the 


damning evidence of the night's events. 


His warm hands were on my cheek, going down and touching my neck softly, until they reached over behind me 


and cradled my head up. 

"Are you okay now?" 

| wasn't, and | think he sensed it, but | nodded weakly. His other hand was over my stomach, repairing the 
wound. It didn't hurt at all now, all the pain washed away by his touch. | could see and slightly feel the skin 
pulling itself back together. 

"How..are you doing this?" | asked stupidly. 


"Well..| have..powers." 


| raised my eyebrow. We'd gone over this before, true enough. But what magic could one cast to make 


themselves several feet taller and suddenly sprout wings? 
"Is not magic," Kirk said, answering my unspoken question. "And yes, | can read your thoughts." 
Damn, he was good. 


Its.more complicated than that, | can't tell you much. It's not that | don't trust you," he added quickly, "l'm 


not..allowed to." 


"By.who?" There was so much | wanted to know about him, and it wasn't just the so-called powers. This wasn't 


the Kirk | knew a scant few months ago, this was something..totally different. 


He ducked as if he'd read my thoughts again, and | winced. "| didn't. mean, you're still the same person, right?" 
| could see him thinking on exactly how to put it. "Well..yes..and no." 


There was a lengthy silence as | waited for him to go on with what little he could tell me. He took a deep 
breath and leaned up against the wall. He was done healing me, | guess, and now only left his hand there to 


gently scrape his nails over my stomach. 
"Well..as you may have guessed, | have a huge pair of wings, and I'm not an angel, l'm a seraph." 


| looked at him confused. I'd never heard the word seraph in my life. He sighed, and | felt guilty for making this 


no easier than it was before. 


"It means.l'm.like superior to your average angel," he said, and gave a fleeting, arrogant smirk that suited him 
so wonderfully well. But his faux-haughtiness was gone as quickly as it appeared, and replaced by a look that 


could be easily read as zoned out. 


"| got jaded with Heaven," he spoke slowly, calmly. "And everything it held and stood for. I'd always wondered 
what life was like here..people lived, and died, then their souls went to the Lesser Heaven and pretty much did 
the same there. The human souls looked like they were having as good a time in Heaven as they were on 


Earth, and | wondered if it was true.so | killed myself.” 


| dropped my jaw in shock. Kirk's zoned-out zombie glance disappeared as he saw the shock written all over my 


face. 


"| don't mean like that-I mean | cast my soul elsewhere, thinking it would make me completely mortal, but it 
didn't; | did it wrong somehow, and instead, | was reborn to a woman of about 20.all my memories were intact. 


| couldn't be like a normal child, | was constantly reminded of my Holy Duty, and my life became dismal..” 
"Whoa, whoa," | cut in. "Soyou were basically reborn as you are now? Like this?” 


"Basically," Kirk repeated dryly. "| was an infant, but | didn't think like one-I knew too much, | could do too much. 
| wasn't normal like | wanted. My powers weren't with me always and they still aren't, they would come back 


gradually until my body died at last. Then.something terrible happened.” 


He shuddered, and | was frightened to think of what could have happened. | cocked my head to the right and 
sat up somewhat, but found | couldn't quite get off his lap.in fact, my whole form was basically on his knee. | 
was beside myself-the man basically had me on his knees like an infant! | tried to get a grip on what he was 
telling me, trying to convince myself that this would all be a weird dream when | woke up..and | couldn't wait to 


wake up. 


| came back to reality when | realized Kirk had started talking again. 


"couldn't stop the cycle." 
"Huh?" 


"| couldn't stop the cycle," he said again, somewhat agitatedly. "Life truly wasn't bad at first. | came to accept 
that I'd never be a mortal human, so | was content to just live and die as they did. But when | died, my soul 
would automatically direct itself to another body, and after a while | found | honestly couldn't stop myself....then 


it started to get worse as the centuries went by." 


"Centuries?! How..old.how long have you been doing this, exactly?" | asked, again trying not to let my utter 


shock be obvious. 


"Let's see." Kirk did a quick count on his fingers and a few seconds later, came up with a number. "I guess, 


000 years give or take." 
"{00C?"" | shouted, and Kirk winced and looked down, and | knew then that I'd offended him. 


"llm sorry," | said, moving another inch across his knee and taking his larger hand in mine. "I didn't mean to 


yell." 


"IFs.its okay, | know this is a lot.a lot of nonsense is what it is.." he muttered, and turned his head away. | 
sighed, and briefly wondered if | could do this..briefly, because | didn't want to hurt the man with anymore of 
my doubt. There was another pregnant silence between us, his head now only barely facing me, and | holding 
his hand like a parent and child crossing the street together. 


Daring to speak first, | asked one last question.. "So.Kirk's not your real name?" 


He turned his head to look at me now, a coy smile on his lips. "No, this vessel's name is, and | actually kinda like 


it.considering in 1819 my name had been Percival.” 


We both made a face, and soon started giggling. He shook his head, curls bouncing in his face. "But mine..my 


true name is and will forever be, Azrael." 

He may have told me because he thought | wouldn't recognize it, but | did. | wasn't as dumb as | looked 
sometimes (hah!), on occasion I'd get interested in the things they taught us in church..and I'd heard the name 
Azrael referenced quite a few times, usually right before the mention of him snatching your soul. 

He saw my revelation, and at the fact that | knew his face took on a look of despairing horror. 


"You've..heard of me?" 


"I have.." | said, and | hear this voice now with more maturity than I'd known | possessed. "The..death angel." 


"Yes," he said hopelessly, and a tear slipped from his face. | thought then that our friendship was over, 
although | didn't blatantly state it, not even to myself. How does one..and add in my growing attraction to him? 
| stopped myself there; | wasn't helping me any. 


Kirk looked back up at me, a small smile beginning to creep on his face..a smile of delusional optimism. It 


frightened me. 


"But. don't have to explain anything to you, right Jase? | mean.you're..we're still friends? You'll still be my 
friend?" 


| was astounded at the childlike intensity in his eyes. The Angel of Death reduced to groveling to someone 
below him..this scared me even more. | could hear the underlying plea of "don't hurt me"..l felt a wash of guilt 
then. All he wanted was for me to be his friend. To not run away from him because of what he was now..it 
broke me. | gripped his hand tighter and wanted nothing less than to hug him, love him like | realized | wanted 
to all the time. | shook my head and tried to disperse those thoughts before he picked up on them. 


‘|| won't leave you.." | said, and in a bitter twist of irony, it wasn't | that left first after all 


His face broke out in a melancholy smile, and his wings shot out from behind his back, suddenly enveloping the 
both of us tightly. My head was placed perilously close to his lips, which moved against my temple. 


"You can't tell anyone about what you've seen," he murmured, his voice suddenly deadly like the edge of a 
sharp razor. The honey-sweetness of Kirk was gone for the moment, and | recognized this as the real Azrael 


talking to me. 


"Not anyone. Don't even hint, or you'll regret it when | send you to Hell” The words cut through me like you'd 
shoot your hand in the air, slicing something intangible, but | felt it loud and clear. Then the room started to 
swirl and darken with every twist on its sudden axis, and | felt something hot and moist on my lips, and 


something that felt amazingly like a tongue slip in my mouth... 


It was early morning when | woke up. | laid there, thinking to myself, | knew I'd wake up someday. It was far too 


good to be true, feathers on my bed and cracked window be damned. 


It was then | shot up. | got up so fast my head started hurting and the room spun for a few seconds. | 
realized | was shirtless and only my pants from last night (was it last night?) were on. | staggered downstairs 
and saw that | was alone; mom had left for work already. | collapsed on the couch and, amazingly, turned the 


TV on. Some kind of nature documentary was on, and | decided to burn how snails mate into my brain 


There was a knocking on the door, not frantic, but friendly. Maybe some neighborhood kid asking to mow the 
lawn. | didn't budge off the couch. 


Luxuria et Invidia 
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voice of reason.| guess. 


| didn't bring that day into question. Ever. Not for a long time after it happened.but | noticed something slowly 


but surely: neither did anyone else. 


It was weird. I'd deliberately disobeyed mom's rule of "I couldn't go out'-even if it was running for my life. And 
surely running down the street from a tall, unknown blonde man was worthy enough to be block-wide gossip 


by now. 


But not so much as a mention. Mom had come home from work that day and found me on the couch as she'd 
expected, and the day went on as usual. And a week later, she announced that | was off my punishment and 


could come and go freely as | chose. 


Perplexed. Could it have REALLY been possible that it was all..a dream? | would go on from then to push the 


boundaries between the real and the surreal even more. 


The days spanned by. Could it have been possible that she didn't bring it up because she didn't know? | didn't 
know what witchcraft or holy magic was afoot, but | sensed conspiracy. It all worked out well, since | didn't 
even want to think about it anyway. There was only one man | wanted to think of, and | was just itching for 


the right moment to see him at last. 


| couldn't stop thinking about Kirk, any of his forms.shy student to magnificent angel. | wanted to see him, if 
only to thank him for saving my life. | may have even gotten the balls to confess my feelings for him.. 


On occasion, l'd stop to think what if Kirk didn't feel the same way? | knew what would happen then-my spirit 
would be crushed, | knew it. It would have all been in vain: the realization, getting the nerve, and then the 
telling. And yet, what if he DID feel the same way? That thought scared me more than the refusal. Where 


could we possibly go from there? How do you love the angel of death, God's original serial killer? 


Again, | was conflicted | wanted him to like me back so, so, SO bad. But | was scared to death if he did. What 
could | do? What the hell was | going to do with myself? Was this was true love was supposed to feel like? | 
wondered. I'd had a girlfriend or two in my childhood, and even fairly recently, but I'd never felt like this-l was 
sure about them. | knew | liked them, wanted to hold hands and kiss and things less than innocent, usually 
involving a bathroom stall. But this was a trickier situation.it was alright for me to be with a girl, but with a 


guy? | felt like everyone could read my thoughts, anytime now someone was going to tie me to the stake and 


burn me alive for my sins. 


But | couldn't force myself to turn back from my feelings. | didn't know what was going on, but | didn't want to 


jeopardize our already fragile relationship. | just wanted to see him, why was | making it so hard on myself? 


| resolved that I'd do it. It was a Wednesday or a Tuesday, something like that, but it was pretty hot outside. | 
wore an old white shirt and a pair of khakis, and | guess you'd call me subconsciously trying to look good. | had 
an old pair of sandals | hadn't worn since who-knows-when, but today seemed like a good day to wear them. It 
was too hot for tennis shoes. The sandals were dark faux-leather (they were brown at some point, but had 

faded to black it seemed) and the straps weren't what they used to be, but they'd do for the walk. | hoped it'd 


be a short one. 


When | got out in the blinding noon sun and started walking, | had no idea where my feet were carrying me. It 
was a sense of knowing where you were going, and yet not. Like a sense of déjà vu. | came upon the familiar 
building soon enough, and went through the back. | ambled up the stair case, and found myself in the hall. | 
traced the golden, faded numbers on the door when | got to 210, and smiled to myself. But before | had a 
chance to knock on the door, it swung open to reveal little Callisto with a hefty backpack on his shoulders. He 
grimaced at me and shrugged his shoulders to get the strap back on his right shoulder. 


"You," he said dryly. 
"Hey man, where are you going? You don't go back to school for another month." 
‘| haven't gotten out of school," he mumbled. "Private college, year round." 


"A private college eh?" | said, feeling impressed with the boy. | asked if he meant the only private school 
around | knew of, St. Dominic, and he nodded his head. St. Dominic was a fairly prestigious school, | think by now 
it's name's been changed since last | heard it'd come under new ownership, a donator. It was separated into 3 
high structures that looked like some office buildings, one for elementary grades, the other for junior high, and 
the third reserved for the high school grades. It was a beautiful area surrounded by nice courtyards, but I'd 
never known it was year round. In fact, it was hard to tell people actually went to it. Also, | found it odd that it 


was referred to as a "private college", even though the college of the same name was half way across town. 


"I came back to get my lunch," he said, holding the pitch black lunch box up; it had been painted. "And | gotta 


eat it on the way..now if you'll excuse me, | have to go be late." 


Cal pushed past me and yawned briefly. He stopped just as he got to the stairs, and said enigmatically, "I 
wouldn't go in there.he's with someone." 


"Who?" | asked. He turned back around and waddled himself back like a turtle. 


"A girl," he said. "| don't know who she is, but | guess he knows her. Guess. It's not the first time he's brought 


home some random girl." 


Something inside me knotted A random girl..? “Thanks.| just wanna say hi and get out of here." 
Its your discretion," Cal said breathlessly, and went back achingly slow down the hall. 


|, on the other hand, was left to my own discretion indeed. The door had been left ajar, so | carefully eased it 


open. 


It was quiet in the room. Too quite. That sort of uneasy silence that you just knew you weren't alone. | opened 
my mouth to speak, but | heard a very audible squeak from upstairs. | startled at the noise, then there was 
another series of squeaks right behind it and a soft cry. | found myself hurrying quietly upstairs to Kirk's 
room, where there was another squeak and a groan, masculine this time. | tried the doorknob silently, expecting 
it to be locked but it wasn't. | eased the door open just enough where | might have been able to squeeze 


through it, but they didn't notice. They were too busy on the bed. 


Again, something inside of me knotted, except this time it was with such a force that it nearly brought me to 
my knees. It cracked and splintered within me, and it felt like my heart was literally breaking. 


Kirk was naked on the bed, a sheen of sweat over his entire nude body, giving his bronze-skin a healthy glow. 
His hair was plastered all over the pillows like a black halo around his head, his face frozen in a look of ecstasy. 
| memorized his face, eyes closed and panting so hard it had a melodic sound all its own. Riding him was a tall, 
well-built girl-I couldn't see her face too good. Her head was moving up and down in time with her body, her 


slick, mousy hair dipping along her arched back, and | could tell she was on the verge of orgasm.. 


| must have made a noise, because the next thing | knew they were both staring at me in silent horror. Kirk 
was moving his mouth to speak, but | didn't let him. 


"MOTHERFUCKER? | shrieked, and had to get up to realize | was on my knees. | turned away from the scene 
and heard a yelp that had to be from the girl. 


"Jason, wait!" 


| wasn't waiting for anything. | was in tears.| couldn't believe he'd do such a thing! Imagining him with James 
was hard enough, but did he even know that girl? | was absolutely furious. | was nearly out of the apartment 
before | realized something was insistently tugging at my arm. | turned around and through teary eyes saw 
that Kirk was trying to drag me back in 


‘Jason-please, it wasn't what you think!" 
"Then what the fuck was it?!" | screamed back at him. He'd dressed hurriedly, barely had his pants on, and the 


girl was behind him struggling to fit back into her skirt. | was disgusted. | snatched my arm from his grip and 


awaited his answer hotly. 


"Look..you just came at a bad time. She was feeling bad about something and just came over, and one thing led 


to another..." 


"You're blaming ME now?!" the girl screamed from behind him, and he told her to shut the hell up. | saw my 
chance to escape, and began to run | ran down the stairs, nearly tripping and falling, and vaguely heard the 
sounds of running behind me. | couldn't let him catch up-ever. | ran faster, and heard him screaming my name, 
and once | felt him try to grab me. But evidently he gave up the chase, because soon | was home. | stood in 


the den, just panting hard, and mom came in from the kitchen and stared at me. 
"Jason.what's wrong? Where'd you go?" 
| merely shoved past her and to my room. | slammed the door and locked it, and briefly stood at my bed.just 


stood there. Then | collapsed on it and cried, soaked the thin bed sheets through since in my haste | hadn't 
bothered to make it up. My life was over and | knew it. 


| don't know how long | laid there and alternated between crying and sleeping, but by the time | officially 
stopped my throat was hoarse and my eyes felt dry and puffy. | turned my head to the side and sniffed, then 
heard something fly in my room. | jumped, and saw on the floor a rock. | looked out the window (the FLOOR 
level window) and saw someone horribly familiar standing, hips cocked and hands planted firmly on them. 

"Oh no..who DOESN'T know where | live?" 

| have the memory of an elephant," Slash stated simply. 

"What..what do you want?" | said, not feeling like talking to anyone. | went solemnly to the bed and heard him 
climbing in through the window. As | was sitting, Slash stood in front of me in the same position he was in 
outside, only now one hand was dangling uselessly to the side. 

‘| want to talk to you." 

"About what" 

"That fiasco earlier." | looked up and got a good look outside-it was dusk! I'd been there for a good 3 hours at 
least, plenty of time for Kirk to go crying to his cousin. | wondered about those two, my mind in a thought- 
frenzy. No telling what he'd slept with, even his own relatives.. 

"Hey, hey, pay attention damnit!" 


| looked up at Slash again, and he frowned at my face. "What have you been doing?" 


"Lamenting over my broken trust." 


"What exactly did you see? | want a clear story from someone! All Kirk could talk about was making a mistake 


with you." 
‘| saw." My throat was so raw | couldn't talk for too long. "I saw him with some bifch in bed, fucking." 
"Is that.all?" Slash said, with a calm awe. |, on the other hand, exploded. 


“Is that all? IS THAT FUCKING ALL?!" | ranted and raved, some of which | can barely remember. | do 


remember shouting this: 

"Is that IT?! | fucking caught him in bed with someone he probably didn't even know and he can't even come up 
with a decent excuse!" My voice started breaking off and died away to a tremble. "He..doesn't want me at all, 
he was just Toying with me.." 

"Jaa-son." | heard Slash say in a mocking, singsong voice, but | wasn't stopping. 

"I've loved him for so long and he just abuses mel l.l never want to see him again." 


"Jaaa-son.." Slash said again, this time waving his finger lazily to get my attention "You know that's a lie.” 


"Itis?" | said stupidly, and shook my head. "No, its the truth, | never want to see him again for the rest of 
my life!" 


"Careful what you wish for," Slash said flatly. "Now..you know what | think? | think you're jealous, which is sad" 
"What?" | said, again feigning idiot. 


"Yes..you're jealous. | get jealous of my lover all the time, so | know what you mean. Only..my lover and | are 


actually together, and you and Kirk are..friends." 


You may not believe it, but this never dawned on me. | never..it never figured in to my mind how silly it must 


sound to be upset because | caught my best friend in bed with someone. 
"He doesn't consider me his.lover.." | said, the sound rolling off my tongue like a foreign word. 


Slash shook his head at my ignorance. "If you really felt that way you'd have told him by now. | didn't tell mine 


until he was almost 14." 
"14?" | asked, booting this train of thought off the tracks. "Who is your lover? Is it a guy?" 
"Yes, and he's someone very close to me..our parents hate us for it" 


| cocked my head to the side, wanting to hear more, but Slash was caught in a reverie. Slowly, though, he 


came back to the reason he was here. 


"He said you ran away from him, you pussy," he spat. "You shouldn't have given up too easy. How do you know 


he wanted her?" 
"If he didn't he wouldn't have slept with her!" | argued, but Slash wouldn't have it. 


"Yes he would have, Kirk's a whore like that. When he can't figure out what to do about something he'll just go 
get laid. You should have at least heard him out" 


| was tired of this. It sounded too much like he was trying to blame me, as if it was MY fault he'd found 
himself getting rode out like a championship stallion | angrily threw my face into the pillows on my bed, and as 


far as | was concerned, the conversation was over. 


"Come on now, you shouldn't give up so easy!" | heard him shout in frustration, but | wasn't hearing it. | knew 


deep down inside that he had a point, but | was too busy hurting on the outside. 


"Think about it," was the last thing | heard him say. After a few minutes, | came to the conclusion that | was 


alone in the room once again. 


Deino 
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Alone is an awful word. There's certain things you can do alone; some pleasant, some less than that. And the 


cruelest of all is, you can think. 


| chose to stew in my anger. | hated that Slash was right, and | hated that girl, that woman, that whore. It felt 
like she'd stolen him before | had a chance..! | hated Kirk, for being what he was-whatever he was. | hated how 
| felt about him. | hated that | loved him so much | forgave him the moment | left the apartment. Why 
couldn't he see it? Wasn't it obvious enough on That Night? Why couldn't he see that | didn't want his 
apologies, his tears, | only wanted him to hold me and say he'd forget about her, that he'd known how right we 


were for each other all along... 


| rolled over in my bed. Did | think we were soul mates now? It was so stupid | had to laugh, did laugh..an 
empty, resonant sound in the dark room. It'd darkened with the coming evening as | hadn't bothered with any 
lights. | sat up; there was the bluish-white radiance of the rising, killing moon there on my bed, across my lap. 
It was such a stupid thing, the moon; all it did was rob the sun of its own radiance and project it as its own 
The moon was a thief was what it was, using its false light and relatively weak pull to drive men mad, and 


cause tsunamis. What was the point of the moon, anyway? 


It gave false hope to lovers. At that moment it was giving me the fleeting, vain hope that | could salvage what 
was left of Kirk and |, what was left of us It gave me the false hope that everything would fall into place, he 


would accept me and feel the same, and life could go on as usual. 


| fell asleep earlier than ever that night, and had vibrant and lucid dreams of soft, tanned flesh and stabbing 


the white lunar shine. 


When | woke up, the glare of the yellow sun didn't bother me..because it wasn't yet morning. In fact, it was 
barely dawn outside. The sky was a bruised azure, the blackish purple of night sailing away into the distance 
with a fond farewell. The stars still had a noticeable twinkle but, as if scared away by my thoughts, the moon 
had all but vanished. 


| relished in this time of morning for the first time in years. | crept through the house, knowing mom would 
still be asleep for a few more hours before she went to work. | stood outside for a long time and watched the 


sun peep its blistering head over the horizon to greet me. | would have done something as stupid as wave to 


it, but | hadn't quite lost all sense that fast. | went back inside to see mom frantically searching the living 


room. When she saw me, she almost spilt her morning coffee. 
"J-Jason! Where..what are you doing outside? Its 7 in the morning!” 


"I know," | said, strangely calm. | didn't feel right. It felt like | was going to do something, but not what | wanted, 
if that makes any sense at all. Nothing felt real but most certainly surreal.| went back upstairs and fell asleep 
-you'd thought | hadn't slept in a week or so. 


When | awoke it was hot.hotter than | remember it being in my room. | was sweating on my pillow, and | 
wished | hadn't fallen asleep in a shirt and long pants. | got up and felt the extreme need for a shower, so | did. 
| chilled shower, not very cold but not very hot, eg, nearly perfect. 


It felt relatively nice to have a shower and new clothes, but | couldn't shake that feeling. Something | had to 
do..had to be done. Before | knew it, | was outside again, on that familiar sidewalk, hardly dressed to be outside 
in a pair of shorts | used as pajama bottoms in the summer, and an old Sex Pistols concert tee I'd swiped off 
one of my old friends back in the Old Country. It was black with the band name in blaring, distorted yellow and 
purple, and an outline of the band in a musical frenzy in the same garish colors. | was blindly on my way to 


the apartment building, when | heard someone calling my name. 
"Jason! Hey! Hey-o!" 


| turned around and Cal, with his heavy backpack, was trailing behind me. He had what was left of a smashed 
up sandwich dangling from his hand, his black-painted lunchbox in the other. 


"Hey, where ya goin?" he asked, and |, in my sudden paranoia, had the feeling he knew. 
"To..see your brother," | murmured. He looked at me and frowned. 
"He's not there," he said lowly. "He left last night.” 


"Left?" | said, allowing temporarily my blood to boil in anger. "Where the hell did he go?" | asked, and he flinched 
at my words as if I'd hit him there. 


‘|| dunno." The way his lips pouted and his face turned to despair made me feel guilty and worse than | 
already did. "He just.left. He looked messed up when | got home, and when dad got home they got into it, and 


then he just stormed out and hasn't come back." 


"Is he..gonna?" | asked meekly, my heart sinking when the boy just shrugged. A piece of wavy hair fell into his 


eyes unnoticed. 


"|.don't know..he does these things, sometimes he don't come back for weeks. Sometimes it's a few minutes. 


Sometimes | get scared he won't at all.but you have to just believe he'll keep coming back, don't you?" 


The wisdom of children is always amazing. | cocked my head at the boy, and all my anger seemed to shift to 
one side of my brain, and all | could think with the left side was "cowardice". 


This was no coincidence (he'd admit it later anyhow), he fucking turned tail and ran 


"That's right." | said, dazed. Everything felt too hot and bright, and | wanted to sink down to the ground in 
defeat.. 


| turned away from Cal on the sidewalk, and went in the direction that'd lead me to home. 
"Jason?" | heard him call out as | kept going. | heard his footsteps tapping behind me. "Is everything..okay?" 


Everything was far from okay. But telling me about his brother's sudden absence seemed to sadden the boy, 


and just having to tell him why everything wasn't "okay" would traumatize him. 


Thinking of that makes me feel uneasy even now, because | felt with a sense of morbid foreboding that he'd 


find out and understand soon enough. Why should | force it on him now? 
"Yeah, everything's fine. We just had a little fight," | said innocently enough. 
"Oh yeah?" Cal gave me the most evil look among men. "It was about that chick wasn't it?" 


| dropped my head to my chest. | wasn't thinking at the moment, and it felt like a flash. | can't be sure if | 
dropped my head before or after it happened, but the next thing | knew there was a thin string of blood on 
the ground and Callisto looking at me in shock, his head half-cocked to the left. When he turned his head 
around fully, the wavy string hair floating down to cover one wide eye, | saw his lip cut. Having my head down 


on my chest, | saw my hand in mid-air. I'd hit him. Hard. 


He shoved me harder than that. Standing in front of me, it was brought to my attention that he wasn't that 
much shorter than me. | allowed myself to be pushed back, but wouldn't allow myself to stagger over. He 
pushed me again, harder this time, and | could see that he was attempting to push me into the street. 


"Fucker!" he shouted at me. "What did you do THAT for?!" 


| couldn't answer him. Or maybe | just didn't want to answer; either way, | shook my head at him and turned 


around. 


‘I'm sorry," | said ineffectively. | too would turn tail and run, and suddenly | knew what Kirk must have felt like 
(or how | wanted him to feel). How do you fix a situation in which both parties are punished? Can you? ls 
there a definitive way? Perhaps if you leave things alone they'll work out was my thinking at the time, and that 


was what | went with. 


Cal didn't call out to me, even though | just knew a thousand vulgar terms for me and my mother were flying 
through his mind-| would have called myself all of them. But he let me keep walking, and | didn't hear him 


behind me, even though we were now going in the same general direction 


| walked for a while, but | didn't go home. In fact, | went right past it. | kept going and going, and | realize now | 
was subconsciously following the same path I'd fled, my own hijra. But | only vaguely followed it for a little 
while, because right as | reached Moirae Ave, | turned around and took another road. Making mental notes; 
Moirae turned onto Parsey, which was a rather dank neighborhood. I'd never seen it here before. The houses 
were all brick, not the usual, brilliant brick red of my block, but a faded, weathered pink. A long, black electrical 
wire that no one had bothered with lay uselessly across a sidewalk like a snake hiding in plain sight, waiting to 
strike. The neighborhood couldn't be considered worn down by any standards, but it made me feel 
uncomfortable. Not from being away from home in some place that might as well be India, but the ominous 


feeling | got walking. 


Parsey St led to a dead end, it turned out. But to the right of it was another street called Deino. The sign post 
had been spray painted with several gang signs, and almost appeared black The sign was slightly crooked and 
bent, and it looked more like it said "Deo" on first sight. But as | moved closer to it, | saw the "l" and the "N", 
thus Deino. 


"What a weird street name," | said. Most streets are usually named after some person or a direction, or a 
combination of both, right? | wondered who Deino was. It sounded fairly important, some guy named Spencer K. 
Deino, founder of this neighborhood, thus he deserved a street named after him. Or maybe a school, or a 


college-Deino Junior High, or Deino Academy of the Arts had nice rings. 


| wandered around on this Deino Street. It looked much like Parsey, only Deino had fewer houses, and more 
small apartments. Townhouses, or just split levels. It felt mad, like a race to conserve money or something, and 
instead of building houses just build more apartments and condos. It was almost good thinking. There were a 
few more gang symbols scrawled on the sides of these buildings, on picket fences, some | couldn't even make 
out. There were some kids playing in their yard-in one of three or four houses I'd seen-that looked at me. 


They had the bodies of five year olds, but the faces of frightened adults. 

"Hey!" a girl called with nearly platinum blond hair. "Who are you?" 

"Just walkin’ around," | muttered back to her, sweetly as | could. Satisfied, she turned around and | thought I'd 
be on my way again. But a booming, masculine voice called from inside the white, small house they were playing 
outside of. 


"Melanie! Who are you talking to now?" 


My heart closed shut, and it felt like I'd died on the spot. The sense that you'll never escape fate, no matter 
how hard you try. 


"Just some guy," the girl called Melanie replied. | felt like she should be hanged for treason, 


He came out of the house, looking almost civil. Across the yard, James stared at me. Not with the usual 


malicious intent, but more like he was tired. 


"| told you not to talk to random strangers," he scolded, and for one horrible moment | considered the 


possibility that he had siblings or, even worse, had BRED. 


Melanie put her head down thoughtfully for a moment before James gestured for her to take her friends 
inside. Once the door was shut, James and | were alone and | was at his mercy once again. | loathed that 


feeling. 


His hair was tied back in a loose ponytail with what looked to be thread. He had a long-sleeved black shirt (mind 
you, it had to be at least 80 degrees out) with a band of black and white stripes around the elbows. His jeans 
were too long at some point, apparently, for they were torn at the bottom so they rose just above his bare 
feet. He had his arms crossed when facing me, and looked almost..civil. 


"Jason," he said cordially, almost bored. He flexed his arms and | could see that his wrists were adorned with 


at least 4 huge, gaudy silver bracelets. 


| opened my mouth to speak, hoping not to anger Pleasant MoodlJames any. But no words came out. He actually 
waited for me to say something, and the first thing | actually asked was, "What are you doing here?" 


"Oh," he said, as if he were expecting me to explain the mysteries of life to him. "| baby-sit:" 

He baby-sat. Because when | think of James, | think of a bunch of kids in the living room playing Monopoly. 
"B-baby-sit?" | asked, incredulous. He nodded and unfolded his arms, then crossed them again 

"This is the Merle family. They pay incredibly well, for watching one kid and her..apparently 20 odd friends,” he 
said simply. He then lowered his head somewhat and demanded, "Come inside. It's been a long while since | saw 
you last:" 


| don't think.that's okay, | need to be getting home." 


James wouldn't be taking no for an answer. His hand shot and grabbed my arm, and his Malicious Smirk 


cracked out over his face again. 
"Stay. For dinner, even. We need to talk” 


The moment his hand touched me, | felt that unnaturally familiar sensation of my blood beginning to heat. 
Fearing a confrontation, especially when he was in so, so, so pleasant a mood, | allowed myself to be dragged 


across the yard and into the house. 


Yes, this will be another one of those "hey there's a second part!" chapters, because | could And doesn't 
James just make the cutest baby sitter? 


